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"Willy, we are "wBy, 'way out to sea now," said Ihe eagle. 
'-Look down anil tell me if you ran discover anything 
in the water." 
Page 67 (Lillle Bill) 
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The Dream Adventures 
of Little Bill 

TKe CHIpmt&Ak Pmrtx 

(BjT Permission of the Children's Star Pub. Co, 

Revised and Enlarged.) 

Since early morning Little Bill had been 
roaming over the fields romping with Rex, the 
faithful farm-dog, picking summer flowers and 
chasing the busy bee as it wandered from blos- 
som to blossom in its daily search for the fra- 
grant honey. Sometimes the child stopped 
to watch the beautiful butterflies and happy 
birds as they darted here and there in the 
golden sunlight or else he would lie down in 
the thick, sweet clover to glance upward where 
the fleecy clouds floated lazily over the azure 
sky. 

As evening drew near the little boy wended 
his way to the brook which flowed merrily 
through the meadow and stretching himself 
upon the soft grass peered with interest at 
the tadpoles and queer looking bugs playing to- 
gether in the water. 

A large bull frog was standing on the op- 
posite bank glancing solemnly around. The 

7. 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

child regarded him intently for a few minutes 
and then rubbed his eyes in amazement for 
Mr. Frog, after winking a very great number 
of times, said, "Are you going to the party?" 

"Whose party?'* inquired Willy in sur- 
prise as he had never heard a frog speak be- 
fore. 

"Why, Miss Bessie Chipmunk's," replied 
the frog gravely, "she is going to entertain all 
of her friends in the wood over yonder and I 
haven't a doubt that it will be a most enjoyable 
aflfair." 

"And can I go ?" inquired the boy with some 
hesitancy. 

"Most certainly, everyone is going," an- 
swered the frog when at that moment a rustle 
was heard in the long grass and a turtle and 
five little ones were seen crawling along as fast 
as their short legs would let them. 

"Good evening, Mrs. Turtle," said the frog 
pleasantly, "are you and the children on your 
way to the party?" 

"Yes," replied the turtle, "but I am afraid 
we will be late as we are such slow walkers. 
Now if some one would only be kind enough to 
carry us we could get there in a very little 
while," and she looked up at the child with 
longing eyes. 

"I will carry you with pleasure," said the 
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The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

boy, for he felt quite sorry for the turtles ; they 
had such tiny legs, and he remembered his 
mother had told him always to be kind to 
animals, so after putting all the baby turtles 
in his two pockets he picked Mrs. Turtle up 
and tucked her under his arm. The frog then 
exclaimed, ''Come on, I will show the way," 
and he gave a great leap, being closely fol- 
lowed by Willy. 

The sun had been in bed quite awhile but 
there was plenty of light as a beautiful moon 
was peering through the trees flooding the 
earth with silver beams and when the child 
looked up he saw a full, bright, jolly face and 
a merry voice said, "I came up good and early 
this evening so I could furnish lots of light 
for you all," and a very hearty laugh was then 
heard. 

"That's the man in the moon," whispered 
the turtle, "I am glad he is in such a good 
humour for he occasionally gets sulky and 
won't shine, then the nights are dark and dis- 
mal but when he is happy and smiling you can 
count on the evening being delightful." 

Here the turtle was interrupted by an owl 
who flew down and taking off his hat spoke 
graciously to Willy and his companions. 

"How beautiful you do look, Squire Owl," 
said the frog at which the owl rt^ed up his 
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feathers and appeared to be very pleased as 
well he might for his wings had been powdered 
and brushed and he was wearing a handsome 
black-velvet suit with a high silk hat. 

The boy could now hear a great commotion 
in the distance, pigs were grunting, birds 
whistling, cows mooing, and he was not at 
all surprised when the owl exclaimed, *'Why, 
we are almost there," and making another 
very polite bow flew away. 

Almost at this minute dear old Rex came 
bounding toward Little Bill and giving a joy- 
ful yelp said, "You are a sight for sore eyes, 
Willy, why didn't you tell me you were com- 
ing?" 

The child patted the faithful dog affection- 
ately and after putting Mrs. Turtle and her 
five children on the ground introduced himself 
to Miss Bessie Chipmunk who had scampered 
up to them. 

"An introduction is hardly necessary, Lit- 
tle Bill," said the tiny animal with a merry 
laugh, "as I have often seen you when play- 
ing in the branches of those lovely trees in 
front of the farm house." 

"I remember you too," said the child de- 
lightedly, "and more than once have I wished 
myself a squirrel so I could play with you." 

The child looked around and was enchanted 
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The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

at what he saw. The trees and bushes were 
filled with the prettiest birds and any number 
of lightning bugs were skimming around in 
the pale moonlight while animals of almost 
every description roamed to and fro chatting 
pleasantly with one another. 

Suddenly Miss Chipmunk cried, "Why, here 
comes Mr. and Mrs. Snail," and looking down 
Little Bill saw two snails crawlit^ along at 
what seemed a very slow pace indeed. 

Mr. Snail was very profuse in his apolo- 
gies for having been late and stated that al- 
though he and his wife started early that 
morning for the party they had not arrived 
in time, much to his regret. Miss Chipmunk 
assured them it was of no consequence what- 
ever except their pleasant company had, of 
course, been missed. 

A few minutes later a crow who was 
perched near the top of one of the trees said, 
"Caw! Caw!! Caw!!!" and almost immedi- 
ately an orchestra composed of tadpoles and 
frogs commenced playing on the strangest lit- 
tle instruments made of sticks and grass, 
whereupon several of the animals started dan- 
cing, much to Willie's amusement. 

Old Mr. Drake was very, very clumsy and 
hardly kept his feet for more than a few sec- 
onds at a time and his antics were so comical 
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a large green parrot began to laugh boister- 
ously while Willy found it impossible to keep 
his own face straight. 

When the orchestra finally stopped playing 
Willy turned to the parrot and said, "What 
made that crow caw before the band started?" 

"The crow caws cause he is cross/' replied 
the parrot decisively, "and hoping to get him 
in a better humour the musicians very kindly 
started playing as they recognize the fact that 
music has a soothing effect. If you notice 
the cawing discontinued which shows 'that 
Mr. Crow's mood has changed for the better." 

This explanation seemed so perfectly foolish 
to Willy he immediately turned his back on 
the parrot and started talking to a lamb who 
was standing beside him. 

"What is that long path over there ?" asked 
the child as he pointed to a trail which had 
been cut through the woods. 

"That's the new race track," answered the 
lamb, "and the greatest race of the season will 
start in a few minutes. Did you enter?" 

"No." 

"Well, the entries had to be all in by last 
night so it is not possible for you to be a con- 
testant." 

"I believe I would prefer watching it," said 
the child with a laugh. 
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"You are a wise little man," whispered the 
snail who was almost hidden under a leaf near 
Willy's foot, "I thought of entering but Mrs. 
Snail convinced me that it was too much of an 
exertion and so I kept out of it. Why exert 
ourselves uimecessarily anyway?" 

"Why indeed?" reiterated Mrs. Snail. 

"I guess the race is about to start," said the 
lamb, "there goes Mr. Drake," and the old 
bird dressed in the most comical running suit 
imaginable waddled slowly toward the start- 
ing point, being almost immediately followed 
by a pig, a rabbit, a squirrel, a sheep and a 
very sleepy looking donkey. 

Mr. Bull then appeared at the end of the 
course, which was some distance away, and 
said in a loud voice, "I am Judge of this race 
and what decision I make goes, so there will 
not be anything gained by 'kicking,' remember 
that! Mr. Rex as you are starter it is your 
place to get the runners oflE and if you are 
ready I am." 

"AH right," said the collie as he looked 
around to see that the animals were in their 
proper places, "get back a foot or so, Mr. Don- 
key," he called sharply, "this is no handicap 
race you know." The lazy donkey backed a 
step whereupon Rex gave a short bark and 
the six contestants started in a rush. 
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Mr. Drake was left at the post for he stum- 
bled, fell over on his back where he lay hope- 
lessly out of it kicking his feet frantically, but 
the others excepting the donkey, who barely 
seemed to move, surged ahead in a wild rush 
for the much coveted goal. 

The race was very close indeed until near 
the finish when Miss Rabbit gave a wonderful 
spurt and won by quite a fair margin at which 
she received a great burst of applause as roos- 
ters began crowing, birds whistled, lambs 
bleated, Willy clapped his hands vigorously 
and all manner of different noises could be 
heard. 

Mr. Bull waited until the noise had subsided 
and then said in the same loud tone, **Miss 
Rabbit first by a neck, Sam Squirrel second, 
Sally Sheep third. Prizes will be awarded in 
this grove next Christmas eve at 8 o'clock 
while the two 'booby' prizes are going to be 
presented on this distinguished occasion to 
Messrs. Drake and Donkey. A consolation 
prize will also be given the pig." 

"Supper is ready," came several squeaks a 
moment later and n6 less than a dozen cute 
little field mice dressed in spick white suits 
ran among the animals. 

Willy followed the lamb to a place in the 
open where refreshments were being served 

14 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

by Miss Bessie Chipmunk, her sisters and sev- 
eral woodchucks who had been hired for the 
occasion. 

The supper consisted of fruit, nuts, fresh 
milk and any number of dishes Willy had never 
tasted, which, however, were very good and 
the little boy quite enjoyed the repast as did 
all of the guests, most of them, especially Miss 
Pig, eating enormous quantities. 

After the meal the guests assembled under 
a beautiful oak tree to hear Mrs. Mocking- 
bird sing which she had very kindly consented 
to do. This songstress sang several of her 
most beautiful songs with rare taste and was 
warmly applauded by her appreciative listen- 
ers after which every one chatted pleasantly 
until Mr. Snail begged to be excused as he had 
such a long way to travel, and the rest of the 
party soon dispersed after having thanked 
Miss Bessie Chipmunk for a most enjoyable 
evening. 

Little Bill looked around and seeing Miss 
Jenny Wren perched near, said, "Haven't I 
seen you in our farm yard. Miss Wren?" 

"Of course you have," answered the tiny 
bird, "I live in a beautiful box which your 
very good grandfather built for me in one of 
his finest trees." 

"Let's go home together then," said Willy. 

IS 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

"That's not a bad idea," replied the wren, 
"and while you are about it why don't you 
borrow Mr. Drake's wings and fly along with 
me, flying is so much faster than walking, you 
know the drake has never learned how to use 
his wings and would, no doubt, be very glad 
to lend them to you." 

This sounded very strange, indeed, but nev- 
ertheless the child said he would love to fly 
if possible so he immediately started looking 
for Mr. Drake and soon found him sitting un- 
der a tree looking very serious and occasion- 
ally giving a hoarse quack. 

"Mr. Drake, would you mind lending this 
little man your wings?" asked Miss Wren. 

"Not at all," he answered slowly, "if Mr. 
Bill will unbutton them!" 

The child was very much surprised at this 
remark and was still more amazed when the 
old bird suddenly lifted two fat wings which 
had been securely fastened to his body with 
large, white shoe buttons. The little fellow 
endeavored, however, to appear unconcerned 
and said, "Of course I will," and getting down 
on his knees he commenced to undo them. 

"Thank you very much," said the drake 
when Willy had finished. 

"Thank you," replied the child, at which 
the bird looked very stupidly at him for 5ev- 
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eral minutes as if trying to think of some- 
thing to say and finally whispered in a very 
deep voice, "You are quite welcome." 

"Good-bye, Mr. Drake," said the wren, 
"come on, Willy," and the graceful bird flew 
toward the sky. 

Little Bill did not know what to do, but he 
gave a flap with one of the wings he was 
tightly holding and to his delight sailed far 
into the air. 

"I knew you would not have any trouble 
learning how to fly," said Miss Jenny as the 
boy flew beside her, "Mr. Drake has no con- 
fidence in himself and for this reason cannot 
learn, don't you think it is fine fun?" 

"Yes, indeed," answered the child, "and to- 
night is such a lovely night for flying." 

"Thanks to me," said a jolly voice, and 
looking up they could see the man in the moon 
smiling down upon them. 

"And also to us," came a chorus of voices 
and hundreds of tiny, bright faces peered 
from the many beautiful stars that bedeckcfd 
the heavens. 

It was only a few minutes before Little Bill 
could see his grand-father's farm in the dis- 
tance and as he neared the old home he heard 
a bell ringing, "Ding-a-long, ding-a-long, ding- 
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a-long," and a voice called, "Willy, O Willy, 
come to supper!" 

A mist came before the child's eyes and he 
could see the wren no longer. Stretching his 
arms he yawned and looking around found 
himself still lying by the meadow brook and 
could see Mr. Frog standing on the opposite 
bank winking gravely. 

"I wonder if he knows what became of Miss 
Jenny and the drake's wings ?" mused the puz- 
zled boy; "I will ask him/' but when he did 
so the frog gave a dull croak and dived into 
the water without saying a word which Willy 
thought was very rude indeed. 

The boy got*up, stretched himself again and 
hastened to the farm house. The air was get- 
ting cooler and it was almost dark, for the 
man in the moon had vanished. "I guess he is 
sulking again," muttered the child and he re- 
membered what the turtle had told him. 

As he neared his home Rex came running 
out with a joyful yelp and jumped upon him. 
"Did you enjoy Miss Chipmunk's party?" 
asked Little Bill, at which the good dog barked 
several times as much as to say, "Of course I 
did, didn't you?" 

FINIS. 
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A Trip to Moon I#Aad 

(By Permission of the Children's Star Pub. 

Co.) 

The twilight of a lovely summer's evening 
was waning and already the dark heavens were 
beginning to sparkle with many stars. A soft 
moon flooded the world with mellow light and 
a gentle breeze, carrying with it the sweet 
scent of the lilac, brought refreshment to the 
earth. 

In a yard filled with magnificent trees a lit* 
tie boy reclined on the soft grass. Some dis- 
tance away, hundreds of frogs were croak- 
ing and the sound of katydids filled the air. 
A handsome collie dog who constantly wagged 
his tail was lying beside the child. 

"Rex, I am afraid I will have to leave you/' 
said the little fellow somewhat regretfully a 
few minutes later when a voice called from the 
porch, "It is time to go to bed, dear," and put- 
ting his arms around the collie, he hugged him 
affectionately, at which the good dog gave sev- 
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eral short barks and jumped into the air a 
number of times. 

"Good night, Mamma/' said the child as he 
climbed upon the porch and putting his arms 
around his mother kissed her. "Good night, 
Papa. Good night, Grandma and Grandpa.'* 

"Good night, Willie," they answered and 
the little boy trudged up the steps to a large, 
cool, spacious room and commenced to un- 
dress. 

A stream of silver light poured through the 
window and a whippoorwill sitting on a near- 
by tree kept singing, "Whippoorwill! Whip- 
poorwill ! Whippoorwill !" The child was soon 
undressed, and, climbing into bed, he watched 
the moonbeams as they danced over the floor. 

"Whippoorwill! Whippoorwill!" sang the 
bird. 

"How noisy you are," thought the child, "I 
wish you would keep quiet," and he yawned 

"Little Bill, Little Bill, Little Bill," came the 



voice. 



Why, I believe he is talking to me," cried 
Willie in amazement, and getting up he walked 
over to the window and peered out. 

"Little Bill, Little Bill," repeated the bird. 

"Why do you disturb me?" inquired the 
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child. "You should be in bed at this time of 
night." 

"At this time of night," said the whippoor- 
will with a laugh. "Why this is day time 
for me, and it is for you, too, isn't it, old 
fellow ?" and the bird glanced toward the sky. 

"Yes, indeed," came the answer in such a 
great voice the house seemed to shake. 

Willie looked up in surprise and saw a 
round, fat, and very jolly face looking down 
at them. 

"I am king of the sky and the stars are my 
pages," remarked the man in the moon. 

"Oh, indeed we are not," replied about a 
thousand voices from the many stars that 
dotted the heavens. "What's more, you are 
not the king of the sky, the sun is king." 

"Well, the moon is king of the night, any- 
how," said the whippoorwill. 

"We are not going to dispute that point," 
replied the stars. 

"Of course not," replied the man in the 
moon, "happy people never disputf anything, 
and we are all so happy, for it is such a beau- 
tiful night I can see all over the world." 

"What can you see?" asked Little Bill. 

"I see the high mountains and hills, the for- 
est and plain, the bright rivers and oceans. I 
can see the ships upon the ocean and the water 
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is so still, they all look as if they were sleep- 
ing/' 

"My! Wish I was up there/' said Little Bill. 

"Why don't you come up here?" inquired 
the man in the moon. 

"Why not, indeed?" repeated the whippoor- 
will. "Let's go; and I will invite the wren/' 
and flying over to a small box that was nailed 
to an oak tree he tapped upon it with his beak 
several times. 

"Well, what is it?" came a sleepy voice. 

"We are going to take a trip to the moon," 
said the whippoorwill, "and want you to join 



us." 



"You know I never venture out after dark," 
murmured the little bird. 

"Oh, come on," urged the whippoorwill. 

"Who is going?" 

"Just Willie and myself," was the answer. 

The wren pondered for a few seconds and 
then said : "I believe I will accept your invita- 
tion, for I have not seen Mr. Bill since the 
very delightful party Miss Chipmunk gave. 
Won't you come with us, Mr. Wren ?" 

"No, thank you, my dear," replied her hus- 
band, "I am too sleepy," and almost immedi- 
ately he fell into a deep slumber. 

"How are you. Miss Wren?" asked Willie 
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as the two birds flew over to where he was 
standing. 

"I am Mrs. Wren now," answered the small 
bird, "I was married last Sunday afternoon." 

"I congratulate you," said Willie politely. 

"Thank you," replied the wren, and she 
made a very pretty curtsy. 

"We had better be on our way," remarked 
the whippoorwill after Willie and the wren had 
chatted for several minutes. "You can bor- 
row Mr. Drake's wings, as you did the night 
of the party, Willie," said the wren, "and then 
you will be able to fly as well as we do." 

"All right," replied Bill, who was now very 
wide awake indeed and was, in fact, eager with 
anticipation of his moonland trip, "I will be 
ready just as soon as I put my clothes on." 

"A very unnecessary proceeding," said the 
whippoorwill. 

"Yes, clothes are an incumbrance," rumbled 
the man in the moon. 

Little Bill did not understand what "incum- 
brance" meant, but said nothing, however, ex- 
cept "It is warm to-night, I guess I won't need 
any clothes," and crawling through the win- 
dow he took hold of a bean stalk that grew 
beside the house and slid noiselessly to the 
ground. Closely followed by the two birds he 
stole down to the hen house and quietly opened 
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the door. A flood of moonlight revealed Mr. 
Drake sitting in a corner on some straw, while 
the roosts were filled with half-grown chick- 
ens, hens and cockerels. In another corner a 
fussy old hen was sitting trying to cover some 
young ducks, and as Willie looked in he heard 
her say, in very severe tones, to them, "You 
are the hardest family to raise I have ever had. 
Every morning I tell you to keep away from 
puddles and ponds and you don't pay any at- 
tention to me. Just keep on disobeying and 
your pretty feathers will be absolutely ruined." 

The drake overheard this remark and gave 
such a shriek of laughter he awoke all the 
fowls in the house and they, commencing to 
chatter among themselves, said, "Keep quiet, 
dunce, how are we going to sleep when you 
make so much noise?" 

The drake, however, continued to laugh so 
hard he finally lost his balance and fell over on 
his back where he laid laughing and laughing, 
until the tears began to roll down his face. 
"Who ever heard of water ruining a duck's 
feathers?" he roared, and he gave such a shriek 
Willie hastily said : "Mr. Drake, I would like 
to borrow your wings again, if you please." 

"Certainly," he replied, "but you will have 
to unpin them. I broke all the buttons and 
had to borrow a couple of safety pins." 
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Willie helped the drake to his feet and com- 
menced unpinning his wings. Once or twice 
the child laughed softly to himself, for the 
drake's wings presented even an odder ap- 
pearance than at Bessie Chipmunk's party 
when they had been securely buttoned to his 
sides, but he was careful not to let the drake 
hear him laughing, and after unpinning them 
thanked the old bird very graciously. 

"You are entirely welcome," replied the 
drake, "Good-by, keep dry and don't get my 
wings wet if it rains," and he went into an- 
other spasm of mirth. 

"Are you ready. Little Bill?" asked the 
birds. 

"All ready," replied Willie as he grasped 
the wings firmly. 

"One, two, three, Go!" said the whippoor- 
will in a shrill voice and the two birds and 
the boy flew heavenward. 

Some distance below Willie could hear the 
drake laughing but it grew fainter and fainter 
until it died away altogether. 

"Little Bill, those are pretty pajamas you 
have on," remarked the man in the moon, 
whose face grew brighter and brighter every 
minute. "I wonder how I would look in 
pajamas ?" 

Willie started to say, "Very funny, I should 
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thtok," but caught himself just in time, as 
such a remark would not have sounded very 
respectful, and the moon certainly had been 
kind to invite him to his home in the sky, so 
he adroitly changed the subject by saying to 
the wren, "To whom did you just speak?" 

"Mr. and Mrs. June Bug," was the reply, 
"they are on their way home from a dance 
given by Mrs. Beetle." 

The air was filled with any number of 
strange-looking insects that buzzed and sang 
and made quite a fuss. "I guess they are dis- 
cussing Mrs. Beetle's party," thought the lad. 

The stars looked much larger now and the 
moon appeared almost as big as the earth. 
The air was very balmy and a pleasant breeze 
seemed to help the little party along in their 
journey. 

"We are almost there," exclaimed the wren 
joyfully some moments later. 

"Hurrah!" said Willie and the whippoor- 
will. 

"Hurrah!" said the man in the moon, and 
leaning over the edge of the moon he e^^tended 
a great hand to them. 

What a queer-looking person the man in the 
moon was! His head was absolutely round 
and perfectly enormous. Two huge pink eyes 
resembling a pair of saucers peered at the 
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party with a great deal of interest while a 
quantity of light green hair covered the top 
of his head, reminding Willie somewhat of a 
field of thick, waving grass. Despite the man 
in the moon's queer appearance he had a kind 
face and there was a very bright twinkle in 
his pink eyes. Many lovely stars beamed 
brightly around them and pretty faces peeped 
out and spoke very graciously. 

"Won't you have some milk?" asked the 
man in the moon politely to the three guests. 

"Yes, please," they answered. 

"Excuse me, then, for just a moment, until 
I run over to the milky way where I can 
always get very fresh milk," he said and dis- 
appeared to return in a few moments with a 
cup large enough to bathe in. 

"I am afraid this is almost too big," he 
remarked apologetically, "but what you don't 
want I will drink." 

The two birds immediately flew to the edge 
of the cup and lighting, stuck their bills into 
the milk and sipped it while Little Bill leaned 
over and took a few swallows as he had seen 
horses do in a watering trough. 

'How is it?" asked the man in the moon. 
Nice," they all retorted. 

'Have you any company up here?" asked 
Willie a few moments later. 
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"Lots," replied the man in the moon, as he 
took the cup of milk and swallowed what was 
left (which was a very great deal) in one tre- 
mendous gulp. "Look at my garden," he said, 
and glancing about Little Bill saw hundreds 
of buttercups, roses, dandelions, carnations, 
and in fact almost every variety of flower. 
'How beautiful!" exclaimed the child. 
Thank you," came a chorus of voices and 
Willie was amazed to note sweet little faces 
peering from the many buds and blossoms. 

"Where is your house?" inquired the wren. 

"Over the hill yonder," replied the man. "I 
will take you there," and after walking a num- 
ber of steps the party came in sight of an 
enormous house that was perfectly white. 

"Why it is made out of sugar!" Willie mur- 
mured in surprise. 

"Yes, indeed," said the man iri the moon 
proudly, "we build everything with sugar and 
that is why the moon looks so white to the 
people upon the earth." 

"And where do you get the sugar from?" 
asked the boy. 

"It grows on the sugar tree. Over there is 
my sugar plantation," and some distance away 
Willie could see hundreds of great trees cov- 
ered with huge blocks of sugar. 

28 



' 



<(1 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

"After you go through my house I will take 
you to the lakes, they are perfectly beautiful," 
said the man in the moon. 

At this moment a great shadow passed 
them and low, disagreeable rumbling could be 
heard. 

What is that?'' inquired Willie. 
A cloud," the whippoorwill replied in a 
somewhat startled tone, and looking up Lit- 
tle Bill saw a ver)' angry face looking from 
a cloud that seemed to increase in size every 
minute. 

"Too bad, too bad," interjected the wren, 
"for now we will have to hurry home and we 
were having such a good time !" 

"Well, come again!" said the man in the 
moon very cordially, "and, Willie, make the 
people on the earth stop frowning, and if 
you succeed our fun won't be disturbed the 
next time you make me a visit." 

"And what has frowning to do with it?" 
asked Willie in surprise. 

"It has everything to do with it, for when- 
ever a person frowns a small cloud forms." 

"Perfectly true," murmured the whippoor- 
will. 

"People know it's wrong to frown," con- 
tinued the man in the moon, "but nevertheless 
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they persist in doing so and as a result the 
tiny cloud grows and grows until it covers 
the entire sky. Then the first thing you know 
everybody gets wet and their fun is often 
spoiled. If folks would stop frowning there 
never would be any dreary days." 

"And what is that rumbling noise?" asked 
Willie. 

"The angry voice of the cloud," answered 
the man in the moon. 

It was growing darker and darker so the 
two birds and the boy, bidding the moon a 
hasty good-by, flew into the air and began 
their journey to the earth. 

"Mr. Drake told me to keep dry/' mur- 
mured Little Bill. "I guess he knew it was 
going to rain." 

The darkness increased, and looking back- 
ward Willie could see that the moon and stars 
had entirely disappeared. The low, disagree- 
able rumble was heard again which was fol- 
lowed by a tremendous crash and the forms 
of the two birds began to vanish. Far away 
the little boy could hear Rex barking, and then 
a voice said, "I will put the window down; 
it is going to storm." 

Willie blinked his eyes several times and 
looked around. He saw papa get up to close 
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the window and it slowly dawned upon him 
that he was back home again tucked away in 
his comfortable cot. He tried to remember 
what he had done with the drake's wings but 
found this a hopeless task. 

"Papa, the drake is a weather prophet, isn't 
he?" asked the lad as he sat up in bed. 

"Sh — go to sleep, dear," said his father 
and lying down Willie tried to count the rain 
drops as they pattered on the roof. Once he 
thought he heard the voice of the whippoor- 
will and then everything grew dim. 

The next morning as Little Bill was dress- 
ing he looked out of the window and was glad 
to see the bright sunlight streaming upon the 
wet grass. 

Mr. Drake was waddling along looking a 
great deal more serious than he did the night 
before and Willie was relieved to see he had 
recovered his wings. The fussy old hen was 
trying to follow her brood of ducks who had 
not, apparently, profited by her scolding, as 
they kept diving into every puddle they could 
find, despite angry clucks, and Willie laughed 
very heartily. 

"Grandpa, I have made up my mind never 
to frown again," remarked Willie that morn- 
ing at the breakfast table. 
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"A fine idea, my little man," said his grand- 
father, "and when did you make this resolu- 
tion?" 

"Last night when the cloud came up," re- 
plied LitUe BUI. 

FINIS. 
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A Atran^e Sea Voxaife 

It was a lovely day, not a cloud being visible 
and the sun, showering its golden beams upon 
the hard sands, brought warmth and gladness 
to the earth. 

The wandering sea-gull was flying gayly in 
the sunlight sometimes circling toward the wa- 
ter to kiss the white foam while far out where 
the ocean was deep porpoises could be seen 
leaping in mid-air. 

For several days Little Bill had been at the 
sea-side and he was having a glorious time. 
He loved to take his tin bucket and shovel to 
build castles out of the sand or dig until the 
water slowly gurgled in and the beautiful 
castles toppled over. Sometimes the little fel- 
low removed his shoes and stockings to wade 
around in the cool water and when he grew 
tired he would stretch out upon the beach 
and watch the happy waves as they leaped 
along in an almost seeming effort to catch 
one another in their race to the shore. 

The child had been playing all day and to- 
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wards evening he ran over where his mother 
was sitting and lying down rested his head 
in her lap and looked far over the sea where 
the beautiful sail-boats were skipping over the 
white-caps. 

"That's a remarkably large porpoise," mur- 
mured Little Bill several minutes later as he 
noticed a great fish swimming very rapidly 
towards the beach. 

"Why, it's not a porpoise at all but a whale," 
he exclaimed in amazement after closer obser- 
vation, "and he's got a walrus on his back !" 

"Yes," said a queer little voice almost at 
Willie's feet, "the whale promised to take us 
all for a ride this afternoon and he hasn't gone 
back on his word as he sometimes does." 

The child sat up, rubbed his eyes and glan- 
cing down was very much surprised to see a 
diminutive pair of sand-fleas dressed in odd 
looking jackets and carrying satchels in their 
hands. 

"Are you going?" inquired Willy as he re- 
garded them intently. 

"Certainly, we're going, aren't you?" came 
a little squeak. 

"Why, I would like to very much but " 

Here the child was interrupted by a very 
noisy, voice saying over and over again, "All 
aboard for the sea voyage, everybody wel- 
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come, no admission, seats free!" and looking 
around Little Bill perceived the whale had 
reached the shore for he was stretched out 
upon the beach while a great walrus stood near 
calling loudly. 

A lobster, crab, tortoise, clam and star-fish 
were eagerly clambering upon the whale's back, 
all evidently anxious to have such a novel ride 
and it was a very strange sight indeed. 

"Come on, or we will be left," said the sand- 
fleas as they picked up their satchels and the 
boy followed his newly formed acquaintances. 

Imagine Willie's surprise when he saw old 
Mr. Drake flapping his wings in a futile at- 
tempt to climb aboard. 

"Didn't I leave you at Grandpa's farm?" 
inquired the child as he assisted him upon the 
whale's back. 

"You did," responded the drake gravely. 

"Then how in the world did you ever get 
here?" 

"I swam." 

"And who told you the whale was going 
to give a free ride, if you will pardon my 
curiosity ?" 

"I read it in one of our poultry journals," 
replied the old bird. 

At this moment a sea-gull flew down and 
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perching upon the walrus* shoulder said, 
"Aren't you ever going to start ?" 

"Be a little patient," answered the walrus 
gruffly, "I am waiting for the snails." 

"I do not believe they are coming," said the 
drake very deliberately. 

"You do not believe they are coming?" re- 
iterated the walrus a bit irritably, "don't you 
know they are not coming?" 

The drake put his head on the side and 
thought deeply. 

"Yes," he finally murmured after ruminat- 
ing several minutes, "Mr. and Mrs. Snail told 
me last night to say that, although appreciat- 
ing the invitation extremely, they were forced 
to decline owing to the fact it was such a long 
distance to the sea-side. This had quite slipped 
my memory or I would have mentioned it be- 
fore," he added. 

"Well, I am certainly sorry," said the wal- 
rus regretfully, "as the snails are such delight- 
ful company, I suppose it cannot be helped, 
though, and so we might as well be starting, 
don't you think so, old chum ?" 

"I do," replied the whale and giving a great 
flap with his tail and spouting an enormous 
stream of water he commenced the journey. 

"Why does the whale spout water?" asked 
Little Bill. 
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"Haven't you ever ridden on a train?" in- 
quired the lobster. 

'Certainly," answered the child. 
Well, when a train starts doesn't it spout 
smoke ?" 

"Yes," said Willy. 

"Not being able to spout smoke the whale 
spouts water, which practically amounts to the 
same thing." 

Little Bill hardly knew what reply to make 
and so he kept quiet although he was quite puz- 
zled. 

"Mrs. Sand Flea, might I inquire why you 
brought those satchels along ?" asked the drake 
as he surveyed the tiny creature. 

"You might," answered the sand-flea. 

The drake pondered for a few minutes and 
then said, "Well, why ?" in a very deep voice. 

"Really, Mr. Drake, I have not the slight- 
est idea," replied the sand-flea. 

The drake nodded his head and appeared to 
be perfectly satisfied with this answer which 
Willy thought strange as the sand-flea's reply 
had sounded extremely nonsensical to him, if 
not a bit rude. 

The whale was now well out to sea and 
swam along so easily no one seemed to have 
the slightest difficulty in keeping their bal- 
ance excepting the drake who was very, very 
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clumsy, for every few minutes he would tumble 
overboard, whereupon the whale would stop 
swimming and Little Bill would reach far out 
and assist the old bird back to his seat for 
which the drake would say, "I thank you very 
kindly/' 

"What is that whistHng?" asked Willy as 
they passed an object in the sea and heard a 
great blast emit from it. 

"A whistling buoy," answered the lobster. 

"Queer it should whistle,'* murmured Little 
Bill. 

"Not queer at all," said the lobster, "don't 
you whistle?" 

"Certainly," answered the child. 

"When you do you are a 'whistling boy,' 
aren't you?" 

"Yes," replied Willy. 

"Well, if a boy of flesh and blood can 
whistle, I don't see anything queer about a 
*buoy' of wood whistling too, if he feels so in- 
clined," interposed the crab. 

"The only queer thing about it is that Willy 
should think it was queer," murmured the 
star-fish. 

"Of course," said the lobster, "what do you 
think about it, old comrade?" he called to the 
strange looking object in the sea. 
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"I quite agree with the star-fish," answered 
the buoy and he gave another shrill whistle. 

"Want to see me play a trick on that por- 
poise over there?" asked the sea-turtle as he 
pointed a claw to where a porpoise could be 
seen leisurely swimming around. 

"Sure," said the clam to the amazement of 
all for it was the first word this creature had 
uttered. 

The tortoise crawled over into the waves 
and a few seconds later Willy saw the porpoise 
leap far into the air. The lobster and drake 
gave a hoarse laugh, the clam smiled broadly, 
Sie sand-fleas chuckled to themselves and the 
star-fish shook so with merriment Willy 
thought he would shake himself to pieces. 

In a few minutes the tortoise appeared and 
Little Bill, after helping him aboard, said, 
"What did you do then?" 

"Bit the porpoise's tail," replied tlie sea-tur- 
tle with a grin. 

"And is that why the porpoise leaped from 
the sea?" 

"Most assuredly," answered the tortoise. 

Mr. Whale now began to submerge himself 
and the walrus who had been asleep, appar- 
ently, opened his eyes and shouted, "Every- 
body hold their noses for a minute," and all 
the passengers did so except the sea-gull who 
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said sarcastically, *'No sir, I am in no need of 
a bath," and with these words he flew into 
the air. 

As the whale went beneath the surface Willy 
•was very much surprised to find the sensation 
of being under the sea was about the same as 
being above it and so he took his hand away 
and experienced no difficulty whatsoever in 
breathing. 

"What is that bell ringing?" asked Little 
Bill as he heard several sharp, continuous 
rings. 

"School is letting out," answered the lob- 
ster who seemed to be better informed than the 
others. 

"What sort of a school ?" 

"A school of fish," the lobster replied and 
a few seconds later hundreds of fish with tiny 
slates and books tucked under their fins swam 
past. 

Near the surface of the sea the water was a 
beautiful blue but as they sank deeper it grad- 
ually seemed to turn to a dark emerald and ob- 
jects could not be so easily discerned. The 
bottom was covered with thousands of lovely 
shells and many queer plants and the little boy 
clapped his hands in delight at the wonderful 
things he saw. What surprised him more 
than anything else was to suddenly come 
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across a great, wcx)den bedstead filled with 
oysters who were sleeping soundly being well 
covered with blankets made out of sea- weed. 

"That is an oyster-bed," said the lobster, 
"I daresay you have heard of one." 

"Yes, I have," replied Willy, "but I had no 
idea it was like this." 

"Oysters are so terribly lazy it amounts to a 
disease," murmured the walrus, "they do ab- 
solutely nothing but sleep, sleep, sleep unless 
they are cramming themselves with food." 

"O, keep quiet, you 1" remonstrated several 
of the oysters very sulkily, "do let us rest with* 
out being disturbed," and with these words they 
covered their heads with the blankets of sea- 
weed and in a few seconds were snoring 
loudly. 

The whale now gave a sudden and unex- 
pected twist of his body followed by a quick 
dive and the entire party were thrown to the 
bottom of the sea. The crab began to laugh 
but the lobster turned to a very dull purple 
and after choking a number of times said, 
"Perfectly infamous! The whale has injured 
my dignity and I intend to get even with him 
for playing us such a mean trick." 

"There is no use in crying over spilled 
milk," quoted Little Bill as he sat up and 
smiled 
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"Spilled milk, indeed!" pouted the lobster, 
"you had better say spilled passengers, it 
would be much more appropriate." 

"I should say so," said the walrus gravely, 
"and take my advice, old fellow, never put any 
dependence in a whale for I have always found 
them deceitful," and he looked around as if 
hoping the whale would relent and come back^ 
but such was not the case. 

"There is not a bit of use in moping," said 
Willy as he went over to where the drake was 
sitting, looking very disconsolate indeed, "so 
cheer up, worrying never did anyone any good 
and it has done a lot of people a lot of 
harm." 

"Perfectly true," murmured the drake, "but 
how can I help worrying when I don't know 
how to get back to the farm," and he shook 
his head sadly. 

"Can't you swim home?" asked Little Bill. 

"Why, so I can," said the bird brightening 
up a great deal as if this idea had never oc- 
curred to him before, "and I will carry you 
with me." 

"I don't know what mama and papa will 
say," said the child doubtfully. 

"O, it will be all right," said the drake, "I 
will fix that just as soon as I get back to the 
farm-yard by dropping them a line or two." 
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It was very hard to picture the drake drop- 
ping a line to anyone but the old bird seemed 
so positive Willy finally agreed to accompany 
him. 

"Wliat do you suppose all the other passen- 
gers will do?" asked the child. 

"You needn't bother about them, they are all 
right," answered the drake and it seemed so 
indeed for looking around Little Bill perceived 
the lobster and crab busily engaged in playing 
a game of checkers having scraped several lines 
on the bottom of the sea to serve as a board 
and were using large and small shells for the 
kings and pawns. The two sand-fleas appear- 
ing perfectly contented were sitting under a 
clump of sea-weed eating lunch which they 
had taken from their tiny satchels. The 
drake eyed them for some moments and then 
said, "Give me a bite?" but the sand-fleas, in- 
stead of replying, hastily crammed what lunch 
remained into the satchels, quickly dug into 
the bottom^ and in a minute were lost to 



view. 



No wonder they gave Mr. Drake such a 
silly answer when he asked them why they 
brought those satchels along," mused Little 
Bill. 

The walrus had gone over to the oyster bed, 
crawled in among the oysters and was sound 
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asleep, which Willy thought very inconsistent 
as not ten minutes before he Inad so severely 
criticized them for their laziness. 

The crab was playing a game of solitaire 
with a queer looking pack of cards while the 
tortoise and star-fish were trying to sing a duet 
entitled "Life at the Bottom of the Deep, Blue 
Sea/' and as neither of them had the slight- 
est idea of how to turn a tune it sounded ter- 
ribly discordant. 

"I should say they were all right," said the 
child, "so I guess we might as well be start- 
ing," and putting two chubby arms around 
the drake's neck he straddled his back. 

"Hold tight, Little Bill," said the drake and 
giving a number of vigorous kicks he soon 
emerged to the surface of the sea. 

"Are we very far from home?" asked the 
child as he looked over the vast area of water. 

"A good ways," answered the old bird as 
he swam rapidly along, "but I think I will be 
able to make it before dark." 

Willy's seat though small was very com- 
fortable and the drake did not seem much af- 
fected by his burden. Once the little fellow 
imagined he heard his mother speaking gently 
to some one but it sounded far in the dim dis- 
tance and finally died away altogether. Oc- 
casionally a graceful sea-gull would touch the 
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tip of a wave, then turn to fly deep into the 
blue firmament and once a fish-hawk flew to 
the water and catching a tiny perch started 
to fly away with it but Little Bill cried loudly, 
"Drop that fish!" and the hawk obeying flew 
into the clouds as if frightened. Several times 
they passed sailing boats, the passengers on 
board waving their hands gayly while Willy, 
in return, took oflf his hat politely and Mr. 
Drake, after quacking hoarsely a number of 
times would exclaim, "How do you do?" in 
a very deep voice. 

"Which way do we go now?" asked the 
child some time later as the drake left the sea 
to swim into a broad river which emptied into 
the ocean. 

"Up this stream until we reach a small creek 
which, if followed, will bring us to the spring 
on your grandfather's place." 

The old bird was a splendid swimmer and 
it was only a short while before he reached the 
creek which grew narrower and narrower as 
they continued their journey. In a little while 
Willy could see the old farm house in the dis^ 
tance and several times he imagined he heard 
"Rex," the faithful watch dog, barking. 

"Why, we are almost there," exclaimed the 
boy with an ejaculation of delight. 

"Pretty nearly," answered the drake cxult- 
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antly, "don't you think I am a great swim- 
mer ?" 

"Yes, you are a perfectly " 

"Little Bill, Little Bill, get up now, dear!" 
said another voice, "it is almost tea time and 
we must be going back to the hotel." 

The little fellow rubbed his eyes several 
times, yawned, and looking around found him- 
self lying upon the sands with his head in 
his mother's lap. The waves were beating 
upon the shore with the same monotonous reg- 
ularity only the water had turned darker and 
the sun was slowly sinking behind a group of 
fleecy clouds that dotted the western sky. He 
looked around for the drake but his old friend 
had disappeared. 

"Mama, I know why that porpoise jumped 
from the ocean then," said Willy a few min- 
utes later as he was trudging to the hotel with 
his mother and looking far across the green 
water pointed to where he had seen a porpoise 
leap from the sea. 

"Why, my dear?" 

"Because the sea-turtle bit his tail," replied 
Little Bill with a merry laugh. 



FINIS. 
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TKe MIdnlifHt Visit to tKe ••Zoo*' 

Little Bill had spent an afternoon at the Zoo 
and he enjoyed the trip thoroughly. With 
childish delight he had viewed the many ani- 
mals, birds and reptiles and when the time ar« 
rived for going home somewhat reluctantly 
waved a farewell to the beasts as he turned 
his back on the park. 

''Mama, I wish I lived at the Zoo/^ said the 
child that night as his mother was tucking him 
in bed. 

''Do you, dear?" ^t answered kissing her 
little boy. 

"Yes, I love animals so," he replied as he 
buried his head in the pillow and gave several 
yawns. 

Through the window the boy could see a 
lovely moon riding over the fleecy clouds and 
the heavens were filled with bright stars which 
were dotted here and there like so many beau- 
tiful gems. Somewhere a nightingale was 
silking and once or twice the faint bark of a 
dog sounded far in the distance. A soft breeze 
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which wafted a gentle lullaby swept through 
the thick trees causing them to whisper sadly 
to one another. 

Several minutes later Little Bill was very 
much surprised to hear a hum of voices in the 
sky and crawling out of bed he peered through 
the window toward the heavens and was ex- 
ceedingly amazed to hear the stars talking ex- 
citedly to one another. 

"I bet the lion wins," said one. 

"Bet he doesn't then." 

"Who will?" 

"The jaguar, probably." 

"Nonsense 1" 

"How about the turkey gobbler?" interposed 
a little voice from one of the smaller stars. 

"He says he can't lose !" 
If conceit was necessary to win, he would 
have a walk-over," murmured a larger star, 
"for he is so puffed up now he can hardly see 
straight. As it is, however, I don't think he 
has a chance." 

"I believe the swan will win." 
^Maybe so." 

'Does the hippopotamus stand the slightest 
chance?" 

"No, not the most remote." 

"What is all this talk about?" interrupted 
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Little Bill as he sat on the window sill and 
looked into the sky. 

"Why, there has been a great discussion at 
the Zoo as to who is the most beautiful crea- 
ture there," answered one of the stars, "and 
they are going to leave it to the judgment of 
the man in the moon and Little Bill.'* 

"How in the world do they know me?" in- 
quired the child. 

"I should think it would be very funny if 
they didn't know you when you spent the af- 
ternoon with them." 

"I never thought of that," murmured 
Willy. 

"The best way to settle this question about 
beauty would be for the animals to vote among 
themselves," suggested an enormous bald- 
headed eagle, in a deep voice, who was sitting 
on a limb of an oak tree and who presented a 
remarkable appearance inasmuch as he was 
dressed in a purple suit and wore a bright 
yellow wig. 

"They tried that once but it didn't work," 
said a star, "as each received only one vote." 

"How was that ?" inquired Billy. 

"Everybody voted for himself," the star re- 
plied with a laugh. 

At this moment a great roar was heard in 
the distance and the eagle said, "The animals 

49 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

at the Zoo are very excited over this contest 
and as it is to be held at midnight I guess we 
might as well be starting," and he took a little 
watch from his vest pocket and consulted it. 

"I would like to go very much," said Willy, 
"but I don't believe I can, it is such a long 
ways." 

"O, don't worry about that," said the eagle 
who flew down to the window sill and re- 
garded Little Bill very intently. "I can fly 
there and if you will hold tightly to my legs I 
believe I can carry you all right, how is that 
for an idea?" 

"Splendid," replied Willy who pushed the 
window open as far as possible and then got a 
good, strong hold upon the eagle's feet, "are 
you ready ?" 

"All ready," answered the eagle and giving 
several powerful flaps with his wings he slowly 
but surely flew into the air. 

"You are not nearly as heavy as I thought 
you would be," said the eagle who flew along 
without much trouble. 

"Glad of it," murmured Little Bill who 
clung tightly to the eagle's ankles, "I am very 
much obliged to you for bringing me for 
I am enjoying myself immensely," as indeed he 
was for the sensation of being carried through 
the air was delightful. 
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"Who IS that crying?" he asked some min- 
utes later as a pitiful little wail was wafted 
from the earth. 

"I don't know," replied the eagle, "let's in- 
vestigate," and he commenced flying down- 
ward. As they neared the earth a number of 
voices could be heard saying, "Sorry, little girl, 
but I can't help you." 

"Too bad, too bad, what a pity it is you are 
so slow." 

"Couldn't you grow a pair of wings?" 

"No, no, of course not," came a little wail. 

"What's the trouble?" inquired Willy who 
now found himself in a pasture surrounded by 
a number of animals. 

"It's a sad story," said a cow sympathetic- 
ally. 

"Yes, unusually pathetic," murmured a 
sheep. 

"A heart breaking episode," interposed a 
very fat pig who reminded Willy very much 
of the one he had seen at Miss Bessie Chip- 
munk's party. 

"Well, what is the heart breaking episode ?" 
inquired the bald-headed eagle a bit impa- 
tiently. 

"Just this," answered the cow, "we are on 
our way to the Zoo, all of us having entered 
the beauty contest. We came across Miss 
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Snail a moment ago and the little creature is 
so slow, so very, very slow it is quite impossi- 
ble for her to reach the Zoo for a week at 
least. We are all mighty sorry, of course, as 
she says a turtle told her she had a good chance 
of winning. I have my doubts about this, 
however," the cow murmured in an undertone. 

"Miss Snail, suppose I carry you in my coat 
pocket," suggested the child. 

The snail immediately wiped two very red 
eyes with a tiny leaf which had been used as 
a pocket handkerchief and said, in a much more 
cheerful tone, "that's a splendid scheme," and 
she gave a little sigh of relief. 

"Well, we are very glad Mr. Bill happened 
along and that this important matter is set- 
tled," said the sheep and he immediately gal- 
loped away, being followed almost directly by 
the other animals. 

Little Bill now picked the snail up and after 
putting her in his pocket again took hold of 
the eagle's legs and was flying quickly through 
the air a moment later. 

"What a lot of animals there are," exclaimed 
Willy upon reaching the Zoo and looking down 
perceived all manner of creatures strutting to 
and fro in the moonlight. 

"Three cheers for Little Bill," came a loud 
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cry as the eagle descended toward the earth 
and a great roar was heard. 

"And three cheers for the man in the moon !" 
which was followed by another roar. 

Willy doffed his cap politely while the man 
in the moon said, "Thank you, my friends," 
in a voice that resounded all over the heavens. 

As soon as the child reached the earth he 
put the snail down very carefully beside a 
green caterpillar in hopes they would form an 
acquaintance but it seemed that their friend- 
ship had been of long standing for the snail 
at once said, "Why, how do you do, Mary 
Caterpillar?" 

"Very well, thanks," the caterpillar replied. 
"I am delighted to see you as I hardly ex- 
pected you would be here this evening," and 
in a moment they were in the midst of a very 
animated conversation. 

"I let all the animals out of their cages and 
took the great chain off the elephant's foot," 
said a monkey who was dressed in a little red 
jacket and hopping up to Willy took hold of 
his hand in a very friendly manner. 

"Someone had to let them out you know," 
he continued, "and I was chosen. A message 
was brought me early this evening by the crow 
and I managed to get away from my busi- 



ness." 
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"What is your business?" inquired the bald- 
headed eagle. 

"I am in partnership with an Italian organ 
grinder," the monkey replied. 

'^'Little Bill, if the animals will excuse us 
I would like to speak to you privately," ex- 
claimed the man in the moon as he stuck his 
head out of the side of his home and regarded 
our little hero. 

"Certainly, we will excuse you," said about 
a hundred voices. 

"But how can you speak to me privately 
when you are up there and I am down here?" 
inquired the child. 

"Oh, I will fix that easy enough," answered 
the moon, "I have an army of shooting stars 
and I will order one to shoot down to earth 
after you and he will then bring you up to me. 
I guess you have heard of shooting stars, eh?" 

"Yes, and seen them," replied Willy. 

"Well, the next time you see one know that 
I have sent him on a journey for they never 
sail through the sky unless I have given them 
strict orders. Shooting Star, No. 8?" 

"Yes, sir," came a sleepy voice. 

"Shoot at once to the earth and don't lose 
any time about it as I have very important 
business with Little Bill." 

"All right, sir," was the answer and a sec- 
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ond later Willy saw a flash across the sky 
and in a minute a large star stood beside him. 
This queer looking creature whose face was 
as white as snow and perfectly expressionless 
took Willy by the hand without saying a word, 
then shot back into the heavens with such ra- 
pidity the child quite lost his breath and for a 
moment was unable to see a single thing but 
in a few seconds the speed of the star slackened 
and the boy found himself standing in what 
seemed like a great sea of silver. 

"Well, I am very delighted to make your ac- 
quaintance," said the man in the moon whose 
appearance was remarkable, his head being as 
round as round can be while his entire body 
had been covered with a white substance that 
resembled powder, ''don't you think my home 
beautiful?" 

'''Yes, very, very beautiful," the child an- 
swered, "but it has changed since I was here 
the other night." 

"Why, you were never here before, were 
you?" inquired the moon who appeared very 
puzzled. 

"Yes, I was," said Little Bill, "don't you re- 
member my making the trip with the whip- 
poorwill and wren ?" 

"No, I have not the slightest recollection of 
it." 
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This seemed very funny to the little boy for 
it had been only a few weeks before when he 
had made his trip to the moon. "He must 
have an awfully poor memory," thought the 
child. 

"And now to business," said the man in the 
moon, "there are so many animals here to- 
night, not to mention the birds and reptiles, it 
would be quite impossible to decide who is the 
most beautiful, in fact it is a hopeless task 
and as this is the case I think it advisable to 
inform them that it is impossible to render a 
decision. What do you think about it ?" 

"I quite agree with you," answered Little 
Bill, "for every creature expects to win and if 
a decision was reached it would undoubtedly 
create some jealousy and no end of dissatis- 
faction." 

"Exactly," said the moon who now cleared 
his throat and in a terribly loud voice ex- 
claimed, "After long and dehberate considera- 
tion, Willy and I have come to the conclusion 
that it is quite impossible to render a decision, 
owing to the fact that the types of beauty 
here to-night are so varied, and therefore you 
can console yourselves with the fact that we 
consider each and everyone good looking in 
his or her way." 

Little Bill now descended to earth with the 

S6 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

aid of shooting Star No. 19 as No. 8 was 
sound asleep and the man in the moon did not 
care to arouse him. The child had a safe 
journey and was cordially welcomed by all of 
the animals. 

"Was everyone satisfied with our decision ?" 
inquired Willy in a loud voice. 

"I was," said a crocodile, with a hideous 
grimace which was probably meant for a pleas- 
ant smile. 

"I think you might have been," whispered 
the chipmunk. 

"Suited me," said another voice. 

"And me 1" 

'Me, too!" 

It satisfied everybody except the turkey 
gobbler," murmured the bald headed eagle, "he 
has gone back to the farm in a towering rage 
and is highly disgusted !" 

"What let's do now, to pass the time away?" 
inquired a tigress who was sitting in the moon- 
light purring loudly. 

"How about a game of hide and seek?" 
suggested a baboon who occasionally swung 
himself from branch to branch in a very nim- 
ble manner from the top of a lofty tree. 

"A great idea," exclaimed a number of 






voices. 



Who will be 'IT' ?" inquired the eagle. 
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"I," said the man in the moon. 

"Well, I guess not," laughed the tigress, 
"no one could hide from you." 

"That's true, you cannot," replied the moon 
with a burst of mirth. 

"ril be 'IT'," said Willy, *'and I am going 
to count up to 500 by fives so everyone had 
better hurry and hide." The little boy then 
shut his eyes and began to count rapidly "5, 
ID, 15, 20, 25, 30, 35, 40," and so on. 

There was a great scramble and a lot of 
noise but as the child neared 500 everything 
grew quieter and quieter and when he opened 
his eyes not a sound could be heard. 

The child glanced around and could not re- 
frain from bursting out laughing. He looked 
up in the trees and there were dozens of birds 
endeavoring to hide behind one another or con- 
ceal themselves under leaves and twigs. About 
half an inch from his foot Miss Snail was 
partly concealed by a dandelion while the green 
caterpillar was half hidden under a tuft of 
grass. The elephant and rhinoceros were in 
plain view, having vainly endeavored to hide 
behind a great clump of trees. The baboon 
who suggested the game hung by one foot 
to a limb thick with foliage and was perfectly 
visible while an African ostrich had con- 
cealed her head in a pile of sand nearby and 
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seemed very chagrined indeed when Little 
Bill cried, "I spy the ostrich." 

"Where can the skill pot be?" inquired the 
eagle when all the animals assembled around 
the base a number of minutes later. 

"I really haven't an idea," answered Willy 
who had entirely forgotten him there were so 
many creatures present and the excitement was 
so great. 

"I guess you might as well give up," said 
the fat pig after the child had searched in vain 
for the little turtle. 

Willy looked a few moments longer and then 
called loudly, "You are free, Mr. Skill Pot, 
you are free, I give up, give up, give up !" 

"There he comes," said the snail a second 
later when she saw the turtle emerge from a 
little pond and run along at what seemed an 
astonishingly fast pace for so small a creature. 

"I knew I never would be found," said the 
turtle with an exultant laugh when he reached 
base. 

"Where were you hiding?" inquired the 
baboon. 

"Under a pond lily in the pond," answered 
the skill pot. 

"No wonder he couldn't find you," muttered 
the bald-headed eagle, "Little Bill is no mer- 
man !" 
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"Boys, I am afraid this game will have to 
break up," interrupted the man in the moon. 

"Why?" exclaimed hundreds of voices, "we 
are just beginning to have some fun." 

"I am mighty sorry," said the moon, "but 
I will be compelled to go to bed in about five 
minutes and as the sun has no intention of get- 
ting up for some time you will have to play in 
the dark!" 

"That will never do," said the sheep who 
looked up at the sky and perceived the moon 
already slowly disappearing in the western 
horizon. 

"I should say not," came a chorus of voices 
and there was a great hurry for a rapid de- 
parture. Birds flew away to their nests, the 
animals which belonged to the Zoo quickly 
hurried to their respective cages and the or- 
gan grinder's monkey after shutting them up 
and putting the chain back on the elephant's 
foot hastened away. The skill pot without as 
much as saying good bye ran to the little pond 
and in a moment disappeared in its dark wa- 
ters, while the many other creatures scampered 
off in different directions and the snail and her 
friend Mary Caterpillar were seen crawling 
slowly away to a clump of bushes which was 
in all probability the caterpillar's home. 
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"I am not worrying about the moon going 
to bed," said a bat. 

"Neither am I," murmured a screech owl, 
"darkness does not bother me, in fact I prefer 
it" 

"I don't then," said the bald-headed eagle, 
"how about starting for home, Willy ?" 

"All right," answered the child, "I am 
ready." 

The eagle flew into the air and Willy as be- 
fore took hold of his legs and they were soon 
flying rapidly along. Morning was not far 
away as there was a tinge of grey in the east 
and the wind seemed to whisper the approach 
of dawn as it swept through the tall trees. 

"I don't believe I have a very good grip on 
your legs," said Little Bill some seconds later, 
"and I am almost afraid I am going to fall." 

"Nonsense," answered the bald-headed eagle 
who was flying along at a tremendous rate, 
"hold tight, we will soon be home." 

"How dark it is growing," murmured the 
little fellow. 

"Yes, the moon is in bed, I suppose." 

"Why, I am falling," exclaimed the child 
who suddenly seemed to lose his grasp entirely 
and to shoot down. 

"Hold tight! Hold tight I Hold tight !" the 
bald-headed eagle screamed but his voice grew 
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fainter and fainter until it died away alto- 
gether and Willy struck the ground with a 
hard bump. 

The child gave a little cry and then heard 
his father's voice saying, "Get up, dear, you 
have tumbled out of bed 1" 

Willy slowly arose to his feet, rubbed his 
eyes a number of times and said, "That was a 
long fall I had, papa." 

"Not so very, only from your cot to the 
floor." 

"Oh! I didn't fall out of bed," replied Lit- 
tie Bill, "I lost my grip on the bald-headed 
eagle's legs !" 



FINIS. 
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TKe Firing Trip VTitK tKe Bmld« 
Headed Ea^e 

"I believe that's the bald-headed eagle," mur- 
mured Little Bill sitting up in bed as he heard 
a strange flapping of wings and a moment later 
a voice said, "Yes, it is, I thought you might 
want to take a ride across the ocean to-night 
and so came around." 

The child looked over to the window where 
the bald-headed eagle was sitting plainly visi- 
ble in the brilliant moonlight and getting out 
of bed walked over to him and exclaimed, "I 
believe I would, the ocean looks so lovely and 
the weather is very warm." 

"The night is beautiful," answered the bald- 
headed eagle, "much too beautiful to spend in 
bed, so come on." 

"I don't know, though, about going," said 
the child as he hesitated a moment, "for the 
night I came home from the Zoo I lost my grip 
on your legs and had a long fall." 

"Very true," remarked the eagle, "and I 
never could understand that tumble as your 
grasp seemed unusually strong. It won't make 
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much difference, however, if you do lose your 
grip to-night for you will only fall into the 
ocean and in all probability my friend, the 
whale, will be swimming around and no doubt 
will be glad to bring us home/' 

''I don't altogether trust the whale," said 
Little Bill, "he played me an awfully mean 
trick once. After inviting the walrus, a sea- 
turtle, a star fish, two sand-fleas, Mr. Drake, 
the clam and a crab to take an ocean trip upon 
his back he pitched the whole party into the 
sea and we had to get home the best way we 
knew how." 

"Yes, I know about that," replied the eagle, 
"and it was a most unfortunate affair, for the 
whale was not to blame at all and was greatly 
distressed the thing happened, for he told me 
as much not later than day before yesterday. 
You see it was this way," continued the eagle, 
"the whale was swimming along quietly with- 
out the slightest idea of playing a trick when 
a surly shark sneaked up from behind and bit 
him on the tail. Naturally, it was so unex- 
pected, he gave an unavoidable twist and as a 
result the entire party was pitched to the bot- 
tom of the sea. The whale was awfully mad, 
of course, and chased the shark all over the 
place but failing to catch him came back for 
his friends and to his dismay everyone had 
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gone except the clam who was playing a game 
of solitaire and refused to reply when ques- 
tioned. Queer fellow, the clam." 

"That's true about the clam," murmured 
Willy. 

"Oh, the whale is all right," said the eagle 
reassuringly, "in fact he's one of the finest fel- 
lows I know, so you see there is nothing to 
bother about even if you do lose your grip." 

"If that's the case," replied the child, "we 
might as well be starting, don't you think so ?" 

"I do," answered the bald-headed eagle, "if 
you will take hold of my legs we can leave at 



once." 



Willy got a good strong grasp and said, 
"All right, Mr. Eagle," and the great bird 
flapped his powerful wings to sail without ef- 
fort into the air. 

"This is an absolutely glorious night for fly- 
ing, isn't it ?" asked the eagle as he flew rapidly 
over the white beach and then out upon the 



ocean. 



Yes, the sea air is so fine," replied the 
child. 

"Thank you," said a fresh, strong voice. 

"That was the voice of the sea air," re- 
marked the eagle, "we can't see the air, strange 
as it may seem, although we can hear him and 
feel him, too." 
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'^Occasionally I become angry," said the 
voice again, "then you had better beware for I 
am really dangerous !" 

"But you shouldn't get angry/* murmured 
Willy. 

"That's true enough, but it is hard to always 
be calm although I realize when I am, people 
love me much more for then I bring joy to the 
young and old and it is mighty pleasant to 
kiss the sad, wan face for after a few gentle 
caresses it grows cheerful and bright. Some- 
times, though, I lose entire control of myself 
and howl and roar, then the sailor shudders 
while the brave lighthouse keeper peers out 
upon the grey waters with troubled counte- 
nance." 

"What a pity it is you are not always calm," 
remarked the bald-headed eagle, "the world 
is beginning to despise discord of every name 
and nature and is learning to love harmony 
more and more. If a person begins to fret or 
fuss around me you bet I fly away just as fast 
as I can." 

"I must confess I don't blame you much," 
continued the sea air, "and I am going to en- 
deavor to control myself more in the future 
than I have in the past, at any rate I promise 
to be as pleasant to-night as possible." 

"I am mighty glad of that," said the bird, 
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"for Willy and I are out this evening for a 
lark and it would be a shame to have our fun 
spoiled/' 

It was hardly any effort for Little Bill to 
cling tightly to the bald-headed eagle's feet 
and the night was so lovely he was enjoying 
himself thoroughly. The dark heavens were 
beautiful and Willy's friend Mr. Moon was 
dancing along and his face was radiant. Sev- 
eral times the old fellow looked down to speak 
graciously and once he said, "Little Bill, how 
do you like flying over my looking glass?" 
'Your looking glass ?" 

'Yes," answered the man in the moon, "the 
ocean is my mirror, is it not?" 

"I guess so," replied the child, "for we can 
always see your reflection in it although I have 
never heard it spoken of as such." 

"You have though, eh, Baldy, old fellow?" 
questioned the moon as he beamed brightly 
upon the bird. 

"Yes," admitted the eagle, "although the 
ocean is not generally known as your mirror." 

"Willy, we are 'way, 'way out to sea now," 
said the eagle a few minutes later, "look down 
and tell me if you can discern anything in the 
water ?" 

"I think I see a dark speck," answered the 
child. 
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'^Exactly, just as I supposed," exclaimed the 
bird, "and I am quite certain that dark speck 
is no one else but my dear friend Mr. Whale 
only I am afraid he is sound asleep." 

Why do you think so ?" 

'Because the speck is stationary and for 
this reason I am positive he is napping. I be- 
lieve, however, it would be a good idea to 
arouse him." 

"How can we ?" 

"Easy enough, you let go of my legs, fall 
into the ocean and the splash will wake him 
up!" 

"I don't believe I care to tumble so far," 
said the child with some hesitancy. 

"You won't mind in the least," said the 
eagle, "merely release your hold and your fall 
will be surprisingly light and gentle. The sea 
air will, of course, be of great assistance as he 
gets under you and braces you up." 

"That certainly sounds very strange," the 
child murmured doubtfully. 

"Not in the least strange," answered the man 
in the moon, "surely you have heard people 
say how the sea air braced them up, have you 
not?" 

"Yes, I have," admitted Willy. 

"Exactly," continued the man in the moon, 
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"so all you have to do is to let go and the 
sea air will do the rest." 

"Well, if that's the case I am perfectly will- 
ing to try it," said Willy. 

"Good!" exclaimed the eagle, "the man in 
the moon will count three and then you let 
go. You don't mind counting three do you, 
old fellow?" 

"Of course not," replied the moon, "I will 
count three thousand if you want." 

"No, that is hardly necessary," answered the 
bald-headed eagle, "although I appreciate your 
being so accommodating, are you ready, 
Willy ?- 

"Quite ready." 

"i! 2! 3! Go!" roared the man in the 
moon in a tremendous voice that could have 
be^n heard for miles. 

The child released his hold and began to 
sink gently towards the black waves and the 
sensation of falling was very pleasant. 

"You certainly are bracing, Mr. Sea Air," 
laughed Willy. 

"That's what they all say," answered the sea 
air, "in fact I have a world wide reputation for 
bracing proclivities !" 

"Don't stay under water too long, Willy," 
called the bald-headed eagle, "remember I am 
waiting for you." 
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At this moment the child hit the water with 
a gentle splash and commenced sinking and 
sinking until he began to wonder if he would 
ever land when all at once he struck a 
queer looking table, overturning it, and almost 
immediately fell upon the bottom with quite 
a bump. At the same' time he heard a rough 
voice exclaim, "Careless fellow, how dare you 
overturn our table?" and the child recognized 
the voice of the sea-turtle. 

"I beg your pardon," said Willy as he scram- 
bled to his feet. 

"Your conduct is unpardonable, and I have 
a mind to bite you," grumbled the tortoise who 
regarded the child a moment in quite a rage 
but his manner suddenly changed entirely and 
he murmured pleasantly, "Why, bless my soul, 
if it isn't Little Bill, and of course I will ex- 
cuse you, old chap. I regret having spoken so 
abruptly but I did not recognize you at first, 
the lobster and I were setting the table for 
breakfast but we can reset it easily enough, 
can't we, Lobby?" 

"Most assuredly," answered the lobster who 
appeared from a thick clump of sea-weed, "in 
fact our pleasure at seeing Willy more than 
compensates for the turning over of the table." 

"Thank you," said the child as he picked the 
table up and straightened it, "I am delighted 
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to see you but feel compelled to leave at once 
as Mr. Bald-headed Eagle told me not to stay 
under the water long and he is probably wait- 
ing for me with the whale. I guess the splash 
I made awakened Mr. Whale who was sound 
asleep." 

"I don't believe he is sleeping at all/' mur- 
mured the walrus who was resting comfort- 
ably on the bottom with his eyes tightly closed, 
"the whale is so tricky I have never spoken to 
him since the day he behaved so outrageously 
on the sea voyage." 

"Neither have I," muttered the lobster, "my 
dignity was injured and it has never recov- 
ered." 

Nor has mine," said the crab. 
At the time of the accident, you laughed," 
remonstrated the lobster. 

"If I did, it was forced, for I was angry 
enough to bite a nail in two/' answered the 
crab. 

"How do you feel about it, Willy?" asked 
the lobster. 

"The bald-headed eagle told me it was not 
the whale's fault at all, that a bad tempered 
shark bit his tail which caused him to bolt and 
as a result we had a severe tumble." 

The walrus gave a laugh and without open- 
ing his eyes said^ "that is a silly story origi* 
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nated by the whale, the shark never bit his 
tail at all, who ever heard of such stuff, this 
talk I hear about surly sharks is a pack of fool- 
ishness anyway. I know the shark and he is 
a very worthy fellow indeed." 

"Personally, I think less of the shark than 
I do of the whale," whispered the sea-turtle, 
"however, Willy, I don't believe you are apt to 
find the whale to-night for not an hour ago I 
was on the surface and he was nowhere in 
sight, so you had better remain with us for a 
day or two at least." 

"Yes, do stay," interposed the crab, "break- 
fast will be ready after a while and I suppose 
you must be hungry, we are never anything 
else." 

"I am very much obliged," said the child, 
"but I know the eagle is waiting patiently for 
me and I would hate to disappoint him, he's 
been so friendly." 

"Well, if you insist," interjected the lobster, 
"I suppose there is nothing else for us to do 
but give in and I will instruct a sea nettle 
to show you to the surface. We have plenty 
of sea nettles down here and as they carry lan- 
terns that never go out we are wdl supplied 
with light, but if you attempted to reach the 
top alone you might encounter difficulties as it 
is pretty dark up there. Say, jelly fish," called 
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the crab, "show our friend to the surface 
immediately or I will discharge you ! We em- 
ploy them you know/' continued the crab in an 
undertone, "and they really are very useful 
servants for besides lighting up everything 
they make a delicious jelly, so you see we 
are never without desserts ! O I tell you, sea 
life is grand, the earth is all right in a way, 
but for real pleasure, contentedness, not to 
mention continual cleanliness, nothing can com- 
pare with life beneath the ocean wave." 

At this moment a queer creature whose body 
was made up of funny little lanterns concealed 
beneath a jelly like substance drifted aimlessly 
towards the crab and said in an extremely 
feeble voice, "I am ready, sir, to show your 
friend to the surface." 

"I am ready too," said Willy who recognized 
the sea-nettle. "Good bye, everyone, and 
thanks very much for letting me have this 
guide." 

"Farewell," called the crab and the lobster 
in the same breath, "come down again soon 
and spend a week or two, V\\ guarantee you 
will want to live with us forever." 

"So long," rumbled the walrus without open- 
ing his eyes. 

"I wish you the best of luck, Little Bill," 
said the tortoise. 
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The child then kicked his feet a number of 
times, moved his hands rapidly and had no 
trouble in following the jelly fish who cast a 
dull light through the water and in a few mo- 
ments they reached the surface. 

"Good bye, good bye," murmured the sea- 
nettle in a very melancholy voice and with a 
heart breaking sob he drifted in a zig-zag fash- 
ion towards the bottom and in a second had 
vanished, 

Willy glanced around and was delighted to 
see the bald-headed eagle perched upon the 
whale who was swimming around in a very 
sluggish manner. 

"Well, we had almost given you up, what 
kept you so long ?" inquired the eagle. 

"I met some of my old friends down there 
and they seemed so glad to see me I tarried 
awhile. Then none of them thought Mr. 
Whale would be here." 

"Never put any stock in what any of those 
fellows say," muttered the whale, "they are 
perfectly unreliable. Not later than yesterday 
the crab, walrus, lobster and tortoise cut me in 
public! Can you conceive of such a thing? 
Cutting me, the most aristocratic creature in 
the whole Atlantic ocean, why my pedigree 
dates back further than Jonah who lived thou- 
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sands of years ago and who was swallowed by 
a great ancestor of mine !'* 

"Climb aboard, Willy/' interrupted the 
eagle, "I guess we had better start for home. 
The child then crawled upon the whale's back 
and said, "Yes, for it will soon be light and 
if Mama should look in my bed and find me 
gone I don't know what she would think." 

"I will start immediately," interposed the 
whale, for I have an early morning break- 
fast engagement with Mr. Porpoise and I have 
barely time to get there. Now Mr. Porpoise is 
a real aristocrat and like me has nothing to 
do with the walrus and his crowd, absolutely 
nothing, can you blame him when the sea-tur- 
tle bites his tail every opportunity he has, the 
vulgar fellow!" The huge creature then 
spouted several streams of water and began 
swimming rapidly along. 

Morning was in the air for a few orange 
beams tinged the east and the sea air grew 
stronger and fresher every moment. Occa- 
sionally a dull, monotonous whistle was wafted 
over the waves which Willy thought a whis- 
tling buoy but the whale insisted it was his 
brother snoring and as the sound did resemble 
a snore Willy did not contradict him. 

The voyage was without mishap and Willy 
was just beginning to sight land when right 
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in the midst of a most animated conversation 
in which the whale and bald-headed eagle were 
deeply engrossed the whale without any warn- 
ing whatsoever disappeared swiftly beneath 
the ocean. As he darted under the sea the 
eagle flew upward and Willy made a grab for 
the bird's legs and was fortunate enough to 
catch on and a second later was some distance 
above the water. 

"Well, what do you think of that?" asked 
Willy as soon as he could get his breath. "I 
guess you will have to admit now that Mr. 
Walrus and his friends were about right when 
they said the whale was tricky. I don't blame 
them in the least for not speaking." 

"I do then," said the eagle, "for the whale 
has been most considerate and I can't believe 

m 

he would play a trick upon anyone." 

"Your confidence in him is extraordinary," 
exclaimed Willy, "but it certainly is misplaced 
for not a moment ago he played the same con- 
temptible trick he did on the sea-voyage." 

"I do not believe it was a trick at all," said 
the eagle. 

"You don't, what was it then, pray ?" 
"Why, I suppose the surly shark bit him on 
the tail or perhaps the rude sea-turtle snapped 
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"It is eight o'clock, dear," whispered another 
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familiar voice, "and my boy must be getting 
up for it's a lovely day and just think of all 
the nice, white sand out on the beach and no 
one to play in it!" 

Little Bill opened his eyes to find himself in 
his own bed while mother stood beside him 
smiling. The child glanced at the window sill 
half expecting to see the eagle sitting there 
but his friend had flown away. 

"My, how bracing the sea air is to-day," 
remarked the child's mother as she flung the 
window open wide and a glorious breeze 
flooded the room. 

"Yes, and it certainly braced me up last 
night," answered Little Bill jumping out of 
bed with a happy laugh, "for it let me down 
beautifully when I released my hold on the 
bald headed eagle's legs." 



FINIS. 
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An Afternoon VTitK JacR Frost 

(Permission of the Children's Star Pub. Co.) 

The snow was falling rapidly, and al- 
ready the pavements were white. The bare 
trees were covered with thousands of tiny, icy 
particles, and frequently a strong gust of wind 
would strike the naked branches with terrific 
force and a shower of sleet would be driven 
toward the ground. The streets were almost 
deserted, but occasionally a patient horse, with 
head bent low as if to avert the sting of the 
storm, could be seen slowly plodding along 
dragging a cab or cart, while the half-frozen 
driver would alternately blow his fingers and 
soundly beat himself upon the breast. 

Little Bill was sitting in a comfortable arm- 
chair by the window in the library of his 
city home looking out upon the storm. Once 
or twice he yawned and rubbed his eyes as 
he peered through the window and watched 
the many flakes as they danced along in the 
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air in an almost seeming effort to beat one 
another as they raced toward the ground. 

"Fine storm, this !" chirped the canary bird, 
who was in a cage which hung near the win- 
dow. 

Willie was very much surprised to hear the 
bird speak, but was still more amazed to see 
the little fellow pulling on a tiny fur over- 
coat and a diminutive pair of snow-shoes. 
The bird then put his head between the bars 
of the cage, very dexterously pried open the 
door, and flying over to where Willie was sit- 
ting, said "Going with me?" 

"Going where ?" asked the child. 

"To the home of Jack Frost," was the reply. 

"And who is Jack Frost?" inquired the boy, 
who had some faint recollection of having 
heard his grandfather speak of this person 
some days before. 

"He is King of the Winter and his home 
is near the North Pole," said the canary. 

"Aren't you afraid of the cold?" asked the 
little fellow. 

"Of course not," the bird replied with a 
laugh, "Jack Frost is just fooling a lot of 
people in the winter. He snows, blows and 
makes such a fuss the world gets scared, bun- 
dles up and imagines it is suffering a lot, when 
in reality it is not at all. Isn't that true, Jack?'' 
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A great burst of wind came down the chim- 
ney, and Little Bill was somewhat startled to 
hear a voice in the midst of it say, "Why, cer- 
tainly." 

"If that is so why are you wearing a fur 
coat ?" asked Willie. 

Just to be stylish," answered the bird. 
Don't you think it is very becoming?" and the 
little fellow strutted up and down as if ex- 
ceedingly proud of his attire. 

"Unusually so," said a very grave voice, and 
looking up Little Bill saw it was the owl who 
had spoken. 

"Why, I didn't know you could talk," mur- 
mured Willie in wonderment, "I thought you 
were stuffed." 

"And so I am," remarked the owl with great 
dignity and a little proudly, "stuffed with an 
exceptionally fine brand of excelsior." 

"It quite surprises me that a stuffed owl 
can talk," whispered Willie to the gold fish 
who had swum to the top of the aquarium, and 
with his mouth wide open was listening in- 
tently to every word spoken. 

"Not in the least surprising," said the fish. 
"When you got up from your table on Thanks- 
giving Day you were able to talk, were you 
not?" 

"Of course," replied Willie. 
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"Well, you certainly were stuffed," con- 
tinued the gold fish, ''and if a little boy can 
talk when he is stuffed with celery, soup, tur- 
key, cranberry sauce and a lot of vegetables, 
not to mention the raisins, nuts, candy and 
pumpkin pie, I don't see anything so remark- 
able about an owl talking just because he is 
stuffed with excelsior." 

'Going with me ?" interrupted the canary. 
1 would like to go," said Little Bill, "but 
I don't see how I can, I haven't any wings." 

"Allow me the pleasure of lending you 
mine," exclaimed the stuffed owl, as he sud- 
denly lifted his wings and they fell off, much 
to the boy's amazement. 

"Thank you," said Willie, and picking them 
up he followed the canary, who had flown up 
the chimney. 

"This will be an excellent opportunity to 
continue our study of Tish-owl-ogy,' " the owl 
remarked to the gold fish, as Willie started to 
follow the bird. 

"Yes, a most splendid one," the fish replied. 

"What is *fish-owl-ogy ?' " inquired Billy, as 
he crawled out of the chimney and stood on 
the roof. 

"Indeed, I don't know," answered the can- 
ary, "you will have to ask the stuffed owl." 

"There, I told you I would beat in our race 

8i 



it 
it 



The Dream Adventures of Little Bill 

from the clouds," said a snowflake, who at 
that moment fell upon the roof and was im- 
mediately followed by a score of other flakes. 

"Well, it was mighty close," said the 
canary. "In fact, about as close as any race 
I have ever witnessed." 

. "What becomes of the snowflakes when 
they melt?" asked Little Bill, as he looked for 
the flake that had won the race and saw he 
had disappeared. 

They fall asleep," answered the canary, 
and when they wake up they are back in the 
clouds ready for another race if they want to 
have one." 

"When are you fellows going to start ?" in- 
quired a snow man, who at that moment 
crawled up to the roof and looked Willie 
squarely in the face out of a strange looking 
eye, which was nothing more or less than a 
piece of coal. 

"Aren't you the same man I built this morn- 
ing?" asked the child in surprise. 

"I believe so," was the reply, "and while you 
were about it you might as well have put my 
nose on straight." 

"If you want me to, I can do it now," said 
Willie. 

"I certainly wish you would," answered the 
snow man. 
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Little Bill took the small block of wood 
which he had used for a nose and placed it as 
firmly as possible in about the middle of the 
snow man's face. 

"That is unquestionably a great improve- 
ment," chirped the canary. 

"Fm glad of it," the snow man replied, "I 
am very anxious to look as handsome as 
possible when we reach the North Pole, for 
we may possibly meet Mrs. Jack Frost, and 
of course, I would want to make a good im- 
pression." 

"There is not a bit of use in lingering here 
any longer and I am going," said the canary, 
and suiting the action to word he flew upward. 

The snow man gave a great sweep with the 
old broom Willie had put over his shoulder 
and sailed far into the snowy air. 

Little Bill flapped the wings, which the owl 
had given him, several times in an effort to 
fly, and much to his amazement rose rapidly 
toward the heavens. 

"I do believe we are almost there," the three 
cried in a breath, as about an hour later they 
could see in the distance enormous blocks of 
ice and a gigantic palace of snow which looked 
as if it might be the home of Jack Frost. 

"You and your party will have to alight 
here, old fellow," said a pelican, who at that 
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moment flew beside the snow man, "I am a 
policeman and no one is allowed to go to Jack 
Frost's palace without having first paid admis- 
sion." 

"I guess you have heard the expression *get- 
ting a frost/ " whispered the canary to Willie, 
as they flew toward the earth. 

'Yes, I have," answered the child. 
Well, it originated here," continued the 
canary, "because that is what you are likely to 
receive when you visit the polar regions. Some 
days they charge admission and some days they 
don't. We got a frost all right, to-day." 

The little party now landed on a large ice- 
field, and almost immediately a huge polar bear 
ran up on his hind legs and shouted, "Admis- 
sion, please, admission, please!" 

"Don't push me so," said the snow man, as 
the bear shoved him several times in a fren- 
zied attempt to collect an admission; but in 
spite of this protest, the bear kept jumping up 
and down, still shoving right and left, until 
at last the snow man gave him a terrific punch 
and the polar bear went sprawling in the snow. 
With a snarl of rage he quickly got up, started 
toward the snow man, but Little Bill put a 
hand gently on his paw and said : 

"When angry coimt ten, when very angry 
count a hundred." 
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The polar bear stopped, scratched his head, 
and muttered : "That's excellent advice, and I 
believe I will follow it, but I am very, very 
angry and so I guess I might as well make sure 
and count a thousand." 

"That will be still better," laughed Little 
Bill, and sitting down on the ground the bear 
began making figures in the snow. 

"How about those admissions, old man?" 
inquired a seal, who at that moment flopped 
near the party, but the bear was so engrossed 
in counting he made no reply. 

"Well, I guess I can collect them," said the 
seal, "and then this party will be allowed to 
drive to the palace in the sleigh coming from 
over yonder," and in the distance Willie heard 
the tinkle of bells. 

"Here is a penny for my admission," and 
the child handed the seal a copper. 

"Thanks," said the seal as he dropped the 
coin into a box that he was holding in one of 
his flippers. 

"And here is a pretty feather," chirped the 
canary, plucking a small feather from his 
wing. 

"And allow me to present you with my right 
eye," said the snow man, as with great dignity 
he took one of the pieces of coal which Willie 
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had stuck in his head and handed it to the 
seal. 

"Of all the admissions I have received this 
eye is probably the most valuable," remarked 
the seal. "From its appearance I should say 
it was an extremely precious stone, and it will 
be a great addition to Jack Frost's National 
Museum," and he flopped his head on the 
ground in an attempt to bow politely. 

A sleigh drawn by a dozen reindeer and 
driven by an otter now approached and the 
little party were invited to get in. After they 
were comfortably seated the otter poked one 
of the reindeer with a thick icicle he was car- 
rying, and said, "Get up, you!" and the animals 
leaped forward. 

"I have counted up to one hundred and sev- 
enteen," murmured the polar bear with some 
pride, looking up as the party drove away. 

"That's good," said Little Bill, "just keep 
on, you'll get there after awhile." 

"Of course I will," the animal responded, as 
he continued making figures in the snow. 

A great gust of wind now blew over them 
and Willy heard a voice saying, "Hail to Jack 
Frost, the King of the Snowfields!" 

"Why is it you can hear Jack Frost and yet 
not see him?" inquired the child. 

That's a question no one has ever been able 
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to answer," the little bird replied. "The stuffed 
owl says he can see him and the reason we 
can't is because we are not wise enough. I 
have my doubts about that, however." 

"Hail to Jack Frost," came the voice again. 
"King of the Snowfields, King of the winter 
and King of all seasons," he exclaimed with 
a tremendous burst. 

"Indeed you are not then," said a voice from 
the heavens, and looking up Willie perceived 
it was the sun who had spoken and a great 
stream of light illumined the earth. "I am 
King of the spring and summer," continued 
the sun, "and just for that remark of yours 
I am going to shine now to prove that even 
in winter I have power!" 

Jack Frost gave an exclamation of anger and 
said to the pelican policeman, who was lazily 
flying around ; "Pel ! Go with all speed to my 

biggest western snow cloud and tell him to 
hurry to me as fast as possible. V\\ show the 
sun who's master here ! I'll cover him up for 
a month just to teach him a needed lesson." 

The sun continued to shine brightly and the 
snow man stirred uneasily. A moment later 
he said, "Let me out of this sled, I am going 
home!" 

"What's the matter?" asked Little Bill, as 
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the otter said "Whoa !" and the deer came 
to a stop. 

"The matter is I am melting," replied the 
snow man in a very alarmed manner, "and if 
I stay here much longer there won't be any- 
thing left of me, for I see the sun has deter- 
mined to shine just as long as he possibly can. 
It is still snowing home and I will be all right 
as soon as I get there." 

Looking toward the South Willie perceived 
the clouds in that direction were still dark and 
threatening. 

The boy and his two companions now bade 
the otter and reindeer a hasty good-by and 
prepared to start. As they flew into the air 
they heard the voice of Jack Frost calling : 

"Come up to-morrow and I will present Mrs. 
Jack Frost. My western snow cloud will soon 
be on the way and surely arrive by to-mor- 
row (unless my pelican policeman should fall 
asleep) then see Mr. Sun go into a thirty day 
retirement." 

"ril fix you next spring !" said the sun, who 
was shining as hard as he possibly could, "Just 
you wait." 

As Little Bill flew into the air he heard 
the polar bear call to him and say in a very 
exultant tone, "I have almost reached nine 
hundred !" 
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Looking down Willie perceived the snow 
covered with hundreds of figures and a great 
crowd of animals assembled, who were eagerly 
watching him as he continued putting the fig?- 
ures down. 

The snow man flew so fast it was very hard, 
indeed, to keep up with him, but as soon as 
he got out of range of the sun he slowed down 
perceptibly. 

"What is that terrific noise?" asked the 
canary some minutes later as the cry of "One 
Thousand !" was heard in the distance and was 
immediately followed by a wild burst of ap- 
plause. 

"The polar bear has at last finished count- 
ing," answered Willie with a merry laugh. 

The party made splendid time, and it did 
not seem very long before they reached the 
roof of Little Bill's home. Here the snow 
man left them, and flying to the ground, sta- 
tioned himself in the same place he had been 
standing that morning while the child and the 
canary carefully descended the chimney. 

"Here are your wings, Mr. Stuffed Owl," 
said the boy, as he stepped out of the hearth 
into the room, "thank you very much, indeed." 

"You are entirely welcome," replied the owl, 
who reached out one foot and taking both 
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wings very adroitly in one hand commenced 
fanning himself with them. 

"And now please tell me what Tish-owl- 
ogy' is?" asked Willie, after having comfort- 
ably seated himself in the arm-chair by the win- 
dow. 

The stuffed owl looked very grave and then 
remarked, "Allow me to define it for you. 
Fish-owl-ogy, the highest and deepest subject 
known to bird or fish, is the science of " 

"This is the worst storm we've had for 
years," said another voice, and looking up 
Willie dimly saw his father standing in the 
hallway taking off an overcoat, while mother 
stood beside him brushing the snow from his 
hat. 

"Well, what else?" asked Little Bill, as he 
regarded the stuffed owl intently and was sur- 
prised to see the bird had stopped fanning and 
his wings were in their accustomed place. The 
owl made no response whatever and looked so 
grave and solemn the child thought it best not 
to question him again. 

The canary was back in his cage and was 
half asleep. 

I guess he is dreaming," thought Willie. 
And the fish, too," he continued as he noted 
the gold-fish resting quietly in the bottom of 
the aquarium. 
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A Visit to tKe IVestern S nomr 

Cloud 

"I bet Willy goes/' said the stuffed owl. 
'Hope so," murmured the gold-fish. 
Well, we will anyway," chirped the canary. 

Little Bill sat up in bed, peered through the 
darkness in an attempt to see who had spoken 
and then asked, "Who are you and what do 
you want ?" 

"Strange he doesn't know us," chirped the 
canary again as he hopped around the mantle- 
piece presenting a most comical appearance as 
his head was well wrapped in a fur muffler. 

"Quite remarkable," drawled the gold-fish 
who was lying beside the canary. 

"Not half so remarkable as seeing you out 
of your aquarium," whispered a mouse who at 
that moment sat up on his hind legs in the 
hearth and listened intently to everything. 

"Willie's actions are puzzling to say the 
least," the stuffed owl then exclaimed. 

"I beg your pardon," Willy hastened to re- 
*mark quite apologetically, "at first I did not 
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recognize you on account of the darkness but 
now that my eyes have become accustomed 
to it I can see you all quite plainly/' 

"Remember our visit to Jack Frost?" inter- 
rupted the canary, "of course you do," he con- 
tinued without waiting for a reply, "well, you 
know Jack Frost sent his pelican policeman 
west with a message to his biggest western 
snow cloud to come to him at once as he 
wanted to cover the sun for having the au- 
dacity of shining on a snowy day. Although 
it has been some time since our trip the peli- 
can has not reached there yet, in fact at this 
moment he is in your front yard talking to the 
snow man. That pelican is the laziest police- 
man I have ever seen and I bet Jack Frost 
will be furious with him for not carrying out 
his orders sooner." 

"To make a long story short," interposed 
the stuffed owl, "the pelican is going to start 
at two o'clock for the west and wants us to 
join him as he says a visit to cloudland will 
be good fun. What time is it, old school 
mate?" he inquired as he looked over to the 
gold-fish. 

"ril see," answered the fish and flapping 
his fins furiously flew over to the big clock 
which stood in the corner. 
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"Why, I never knew you could fly/' mur- 
mured Willy in amazement. 

"Learnt last summer," said the gold-fish 
proudly, "took a trip to the sea-side and a 
flying-fish soon taught me. You've heard of 
them, I daresay?" 

O, yes," replied Willy. 
"Taught me in three lessons," continued 
Goldy," "and then told me I was unquestion- 
ably the aptest pupil he had ever seen." 

The time?" interrupted the stuffed owl. 
Twenty o'clock," said the fish. 
You mean two o'clock, don't you?" 
No, I mean what I say," the fish insisted, 
this is a funny clock, instead of having 
twelve hours upon it, it has thirty-five!" 

"If that's the case we had better be start- 
ing," remarked the canary, "for it is impossible 
to learn the hour from such a wretched time- 
piece ! 

"Don't you dare call me a wretched time- 
piece," answered the clock angrily, "or I will 
slap you with one of my hands and then I'll 
strike, and when I strike, I strike hard !" 

The canary did not deign to reply notwith- 
standing the clock continued to grumble and 
Willy quite admired the little bird for his self- 
composure. 

"Going, Willy?" inquired the gold-fish. 
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"Yes," said the child, "shall I get an over- 
coat?" 

Certainly not," replied the stuffed owl, 
none of us have overcoats, those pajamas 
are absolutely all you need. I am going," he 
continued, "and so cannot loan you both of 
my wings as I did the other afternoon when 
you took your trip to the polar regions. You 
can have one, though, and I will keep the 
other for myself. I don't believe we will have 
any trouble in flying; here, take yours," and 
he lifted his wing. 

"Give a strong pull," said the fish, "and it 
will come off." 

The child did so and to his amazement the 
wing slipped into his hand quite easily. 

"Open the window," chirped the canary, 
"we will go down and meet the pelican police- 
man." 

A thin moon was dancing over the heavens 
and the child heard him call to the pelican 
and say, "Thought Jack Frost's western snow 
cloud was going to cover my brother the sun," 
and he gave a short laugh. 

"ril see that you are covered before morn- 
ing," muttered the pelican. 

"I don't believe Jack Frost has any more 
snow clouds," retorted the moon with another 
laugh, "he's used them all up." 
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"Think so?" answered the policeman, '*just 
wait and see!" 

"Good bye, Mrs. Mouse, give my regards 
to all the little mice," said the gold-fish as he 
flew out of the window, "and drop into my 
aquarium to-morrow afternoon and have 5 
o'clock tea." 

"Thank you very kindly," called the mouse, 
"if I can borrow a diving suit I will surely 
accept your very polite invitation." 

The fish was closely followed by the canary 
and stuffed, owl, Willy coming last as they de- 
scended into the yard. The air was perfectly 
dry and notwithstanding Willy was only 
dressed in a suit of pajamas he felt perfectly 
comfortable. 

"Good morning," said the snow man as the 
party reached the ground. 

"Good night, you mean, don't you?" in- 
quired the owl, 

"No, I do not," answered the snow man 
stifHy, "it is past midnight if I am not mis- 
taken." 

"I fail to see how you can call it morning 
when it is as dark as pitch," remonstrated the 
owl. 

"Consult your almanac if you have one and 
you will find I am right," retorted the snow 
man somewhat rudely. 
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"Well, boys, let's start as it is getting late," 
the pelican policeman exclaimed, "are you 
ready ?" 

"AU ready." 

"Go then," shrieked the stuffed owl and the 
party flew heavenward. 

"Not so hard, is it, flying with one wing?" 
asked the owl. 

"Not a bit," answered Willy, who »kept 
flapping his one wing to and fro and experi- 
enced no difficulty at all in flying. 

The snow man had a dilapidated old broom 
which enabled him to sweep through the air 
at a tremendous rate of speed and apparently 
without any effort. 

"That gold-fish puzzles me," whispered 
Willy to the canary, "it's strange enough to 
see him fly but what is still more remarkable 
is his thriving so well in the air, he seems as 
much at home as in the aquarium." 

"Easily explained," said the stuffed owl 
who had flown as near Willy as possible and 
with a great show of curiosity was eagerly 
drinking in everything said. 

"Elucidate, please," murmured the canary. 

The stuffed owl regarded the small bird 
very intently for a moment and then, after 
clearing his throat a number of times, began, 
Everybody knows that a caterpillar is a dis- 
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contented creature and soon tires of crawling 
along for he sees birds and bugs flying all 
over the place and he soon begins to grow 
envious as he wants to fly, too." 

"I fail to see what the caterpillar has to 
do with the gold-fish," interposed the canary. 

"Just keep quiet for a few moments and 
you will see," muttered the stuffed owl quite 
irritably, "learn to have patience. As I was 
saying," he continued, "a caterpillar becomes 
envious and wants to fly, too, so he constructs 
a wee house known as a cocoon, falls asleep 
and is transformed into a beautiful bird called 
a butterfly." 

"You don't mean a bird, you mean an in- 
sect," corrected Willy. 

"Now with a fish there is a slight difference 
although the principle is the same," continued 
the owl without noticing Willy's remark, "he 
soon tires of swimming around in a small 
aquarium and like the caterpillar begins to 
yearn for a life in the air. There being no 
necessity for his constructing a cocoon as he 
already has a comfortable residence, he crawls, 
or rather swims to the bottom of his home, 
falls into a heavy sleep and dreams." 

"What does he dream?" questioned the ca- 
nary and child in the same breath. 

'He dreams he is able to fly, able to live 
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in the air without discomfort, able to talk, able 
to r 

"In other words the gold-fish who is with 
this party is just dreaming while in reality 
he is at the bottom of his aquarium?" inter- 
rupted Little Bill. 

"Exactly," replied the stuffed owl, "the cat- 
erpillar dreams he is a flying butterfly, while 
'Goldy' dreams he is a flying fish, nothing 
could be simpler." 

"Perfectly absurd," exclaimed the snow 
man who had overheard the owl's conversa- 
tion, "in fact the most absurd explanation you 
could have possibly advanced. You aren't 
dreaming, are you, old fellow?" he asked, as 
he flew beside the fish. 

"Dreaming? Certainly not, do I look as if 
I was dreaming?" 

"There, I told you so," cried the snow man 
exultantly. 

"You are wise in your own conceit," quoted 
the owl angrily, "I am right, and Willy knows 
I am right, at least he will know it when he 
awakens to-morrow morning." 

"Fiddlesticks!" retorted the snow man, 
"you have about as much brain as a lima 
bean, certainly not more." 

"Now stop quarreling immediately," ex- 
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claimed Little Bill peremptorily, "if you can't 
agree, agree to disagree or else keep quiet." 

"Yes, keep quiet," reiterated the pelican po- 
liceman, "and unless you do TU arrest you for 
disturbing the peace and lock you up in Jack 
Frost's jail for seven years!" 

This last remark had the necessary effect 
for almost immediately the snow man and 
stuffed owl adroitly changed the subject and 
a moment later were chatting pleasantly as if 
nothing had happened. 

"My, how dark it is growing," murmured 
Willy. 

"Yes, we are nearing our destination," the 
pelican replied, "and it is very dark beneath 
the snow clouds." 

Almost at that moment Willy heard a rough 
voice exclaim, "What do you fellows want?" 
and straining his eyes the child saw a huge 
hawk hovering near, "don't you know you 
haven't any business in this territory?" he 
continued. 

"If we haven't right I'd like to know who 
has," answered the pelican. 

"Well, state your business. and hurry up 
about it or I will put you under arrest!" 

"You be more civil or I'll put you under 
arrest!" the pelican replied hotly, "I am Jack 
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Frost's chief of police and am here on urgent 
business." 

"O, I beg your pardon," the hawk answered 
in deep humility, **I did not recognize you, 
chief, or I would not have spoken so abruptly, 
a great many curious visitors try to encroach 
upon our territory and often I am forced to 
be quite rough." 

"I will pardon you this time," answered 
the pelican, "but be more careful in the fu- 
ture. Now hurry and take us to Jack Frost's 
biggest snow cloud as I have a very import- 
ant message for him." 

With pleasure, gentlemen," said the hawk, 
come with me." The party then followed 
through a heavy, disagreeable maze which 
grew denser and denser. 

"This is the edge of the cloud," murmured 
the snow man, "which leads me to suppose we 
are almost there." 

At this moment Willy heard a great rumble 
and a very dark, angry face peering from the 
depths of the heavy atmosphere exclaimed, 
"Who are you and what do you desire ? I am 
Jack Frost's biggest western snow cloud and 
have no time to spend talking to loafers, re- 
member that !" 

"I am Jack Frost's policeman and these are 
my friends, not loafers," replied the pelican 
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boldly, "so you needn't frown at us, try smil- 
ing instead, it always works better." 

"I am very glad to see you, chief," an- 
swered the cloud in a much pleasanter voice, 
"not to mention your friends. Welcome to 
cloudland ! I feel quite ashamed of my rough 
speech and trust you will overlook it. The 
fact is there are any number of creatures that 
continually trespass, which causes Officer 
Hawk and me a deal of trouble and in con- 
sequence our natures have become somewhat 
hardened. 

Willy now looked around and found him- 
self standing on what seemed to be solid earth, 
and although it was quite dark he was able to 
discern any number of queer little creatures 
gathering snow in baskets from great ridges 
and then depositing it in huge tanks some dis- 
tance away. 

"Those are Jack Frost's snow fields," whis- 
pered the stuffed owl, "and the funny little 
creatures are called the 'gnome workers.' Jack 
Frost employs them and they are very useful 
for in summer they plant the snow seed which 
bloom late in the fall covered with large, white 
blossoms filled with snow. About November 
the harvest commences and the workers start 
filling the snow tanks over there, being super- 
intended by the snow cloud. Then when Jack 
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Frost sends an order the tanks are all opened 
and the snow begins falling, so the next time 
it starts snowing you will know the tanks 
have been opened and when it stops they have 
been closed, of course." 

"And now Mr. Policeman please state your 
business," said the cloud. 

*'Jack Frost's orders are to come to him at 
once as he intends to cover smart Mr. Sun 
for a whole month," the pelican replied. 

**Good," said the cloud and immediately he 
began to shout orders and a number of extra 
gnomes appeared to immediately begin work- 
ing to fill the tanks as full as possible, while 
the cloud swept across the sky at an amazing 
rate of speed, and g/ew so large it began by 
degrees to cover the entire sky. 

"What did I tell you about covering you 
before morning?" the pelican called as the 
cloud began to slowly cover the face of the 



moon. 



Just wait a few weeks until spring," the 
moon answered, "and my brother, the sun, 
will fix Jack Frost and every snow cloud he 
ever owned," then his voice grew fainter and 
fainter until it died away entirely for he had 
been completely covered. 

"Where is the gold-fish, by the way ?" asked 
the canary suddenly. 
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*'FelI into one of the snow tanks and was 
frozen as solid as a brick," the stuffed owl 
exclaimed in a most unconcerned manner. 

The canary began to cry bitterly and be- 
tween sobs murmured, "My poor — little — 
chum, what — a — misfortune," until the owl 
whispered consolingly, "There, there, old chap, 
don't cry any more, the fish is not frozen at 
all, he was just dreaming as I explained and 
the truth of the matter is he woke up and at 
this moment is probably eating his breakfast 
of fish food in his aquarium in Willy's home, 
so you see there is absolutely nothing to cry 
about." 

"You are very comforting," said the canary 
as he wiped his eyes with the fur muffler, "and 
it takes a great load off my mind to find out 
that *Goldy' is not really frozen at all. I am 
very, very fond of him, he is so amiable and 
possesses the extraordinary faculty of minding 
his own business!" 

"Willy, I am tired of being a snow man," 
the snow man exclaimed, "and instead of fly- 
ing back to earth I have decided to let the 
gnomes mash me up and put me in the tanks, 
then when I cover your yard again, make a 
snow woman out of me for variety sake." He 
then bade Willy a hasty good bye and ambling 
over to the snow fields said, "Gnomes, mash 
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me to pieces immediately, I wish to be put into 
the tanks." The quder little workers without 
delay severed his arms and legs from his 
body, crammed him into a basket where they 
pounded him until there was absolutely noth- 
ing left at all to show he had ever been a 
snow man. 

"This is undoubtedly the queerest adven- 
ture I have ever had," murmured the lad. 

"Cloudland is a very queer place," replied 
the pelican, "one invariably has strange ad- 
ventures when they visit the sky." 

"Open the snow tanks, open the snow 
tanks !" came a great roar at that moment. 

"It's the voice of Jack Frost," chatted the 
canary excitedly and a second later quantities 
of snow began falling. 

"You should have been here before, cloud!" 
said Jack Frost harshly, "I despatched the pel- 
ican days ago." 

"Order just received," answered the cloud, 
"so you can't blame me." 

"The pelican policeman loafing again, just as 
I expected," Jack Frost muttered, "I have al- 
most a mind to dock him a week's wages!" 

"What is that striking?" asked Little Bill 
some seconds later. 

"The wretched clock, I suppose," answered 
the canary, "he said he could strike hard and 
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he surely can for he is in your room at home 
while we are in the clouds, it's really surpris- 
ing we can hear such a distance." 

"Why, I don't believe I am in the clouds, I 
must be back home," murmured Willy and the 
canary began to fade away as did the pelican 
policeman and the western snow cloud. The 
child then yawned once or twice to open his 
eyes and find himself back in bed at home. 

Through the window the little chap could 
see J millions of big and small flakes racing 
through the air while Jack Frost whistled 
through the bare branches as if giving some 
extra order to the western snow cloud. 

"I wonder if the stuffed owl was right 
when he said the gold-fish was dreaming 
and that I would find him in his aquarium 
when I awoke?" mused Little Bill, "I will see 
for myself," and hastily jumping out of bed 
the child quickly dressed, then crept softly 
down stairs and peered into the aquarium. 

And was Mr. Stuffed Owl right? Why 
surely, for there was "Goldy" nibbling his 
fish food just as if nothing had happened I 
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TKe Adventure at tKe SoittH 

Pole 

"My, how hard the wind is blowing," mused 
Little Bill as he closed his picture book and 
throwing himself upon the divan near the win- 
dow looked up at the dark, leaden sky from 
which fell countless snow flakes that were be- 
ing driven in all directions, "I wonder why 
it makes so much noise?" and the child 
yawned a number of times. 

"To proclaim the fact that Jack Frost has 
made the pelican policeman sheriff of his en- 
tire dominion !" answered the stuffed owl from 
his perch. 

"Exactly," remarked the gold-fish whose 
head was poked well out of the top of the 
aquarium. 

Willy rubbed his eyes in astonishment, and 
getting up from the divan walked over to the 
owl and said, "Those are the first words I have 
heard you utter for weeks." 

"I have little time for talking," answered 
the owl, "as my mind is filled with deeper 
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things. Mr.^ Fish and I are studying together 
and have to work very hard." 

*'What are you studying?" inquired Willy. 

"Many things." 

"For instance." 

"Well, we are on our second year in Fish- 
owl-ogy, we have almost completed Hook- 
Keeping which is very necessary, especially for 
the fish as it teaches him how to protect him- 
self from fishermen. It is called Hook Keep- 
ing as it teaches how to keep away from 
hooks!" 

"Yes, it is a most excellent study," whis- 
pered the fish, "when one is well acquainted 
with it they can tell in a moment whether or 
not a hook is concealed in the juicy worm 
which so often is seen floating in the water. 
If you ever catch a fish you may know he is 
an ignoramus." 

" *Goldy' is very fond of languages, too," 
continued the owl, "and is endeavoring to 
master several. There are so many foreign 
fish who reside in our waters." 

"I didn't know that," murmured Willy. 

"Why, certainly, take for example the Ger- 
man Carp and the Spanish mackerel, you must 
have heard of them." 

"Yes, I believe I have," said the child. 
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"Exactly, so you can see how necessary it is 
to master the different tongues," 

At this moment Willy heard a queer little 
fluttering and he glanced up in time to see a 
snow bird fly into the room through the pane 
of glass in the front window. 

**How in the world did you ever fly through 
a glass pane?" asked the child in absolute 
amazement. 

"I have really never given it a thought," re- 
plied the snow bird, '^although the fact that 
we are in dreamland may explain it, as all of 
us perform strange feats while in this con- 
dition." 

"No stranger than lots of feats we per- 
form when we are in our day dreams," inter- 
posed the stuffed owl, **every day Willy sees 
you or other birds flying through the wind 
which is infinitely harder than scooting through 
a thin window pane." 

"I should say so, indeed," continued the 
snow bird, "if folks could see the wind as we 
do they would, perhaps, realize what we are 
up against but as they haven't sufficient sense 
to see it they never give us a thought." 

"Yes, people are silly things, if you will 
excuse the remark, Willy," muttered the 
stuffed owl, "they don't begin to know as much 
or even see as much as us birds." 
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"Or fish," interjected the occupant of the 
aquarium. 

"Or fish," reiterated the owl. 

"Personally, I greatly prefer night dreams 
to day dreams, don't you, Mr. Owl?" asked 
the snow bird. 

"Most assuredly," was the retort, "you have 
much more freedom besides a greater amount 
of sport. In my day dream I do nothing but 
sit on my perch and look wise while as soon 
as I fall asleep I find I am not limited in the 
least." 

"This conversation is most interesting, and 
I might add quite instructive," interrupted the 
snow bird, "but I think it advisable to quit 
talking and start on our journey, we are be- 
hind time as it is." 

Why, where are you going?" asked Willy. 
To the South Pole," answered the owl, 
several bears down there are going to give 
an ice cream party so a crowd of us are going. 
Let me see, there is the snow bird, Mr. Snow 
Man, Willy and 'Goldy,' you are going to 
join us, aren't you, old fellow?" 

"No, I am afraid I can't," answered the 
fish, "I want to complete my course in Hook- 
Keeping as I expect to attend a party in the 
mill pond very soon and I understand a lot of 
men are fishing it. Naturally, I want to be 
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on the safe side and so am very desirous of 
perfecting myself in this most important 
study." 

"Well, I am sofry, school-mate/' answered 
the owl, "and if you are not going I believe 
the party is made up as it is." 

"Not quite," came a heavy voice and the 
pelican policeman tumbled out of the chimney 
into the middle of the floor, "you can't lose 
me, especially if there is any ice cream going 
to be given away." 

"Why, how are you?" inquired Willy quite 
delighted to see his old friend again. 

"Fine as silk," laughed the policeman, "and 
I am glad to say Jack Frost has made me 
sheriff of his entire dominion," and the bird 
swelled so with pride Willy thought he was 
going to burst. 

"Yes, so Mr. Stuffed Owl was telling me," 
said Willy, "I congratulate you." 

"Thanks," replied the pelican, "I guess Jack 
Frost will think twice before attempting to 
dock me my wages again. You know I was 
just a bit behind time in taking that messages 
to the western snow cloud and Jack got mad, 
threatened to fine me, so I immediately re- 
signed. This morning Mr. Frost had a fit of 
remorse and he not only apologized but made 
me Sheriff and all to-day he has been pro- 
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claiming the fact to the whole world by blow- 
ing like blazes." 

"If you boys don't hurry out of here I will 
be compelled to," interposed the snow bird, 
"because if I don't I will melt!" 

"Melt? Why should you melt?" asked 
Willy. 

"Because I am a snow bird of course and 
snow melts, doesn't it ?" 

"Certainly, but you are not made of snow." 

"Of course I am, do you suppose I would 
be called a snow bird if I wasn't?" 

Willy was somewhat puzzled and regarded 
the small bird intently and sure enough he was 
made entirely of snow excepting his legs which 
looked like tiny twigs and his eyes which were 
nothing more or less than a pair of grape 
seeds. 

"Well, let's all ^eat it' then," said the peli- 
can who was somewhat given to slang, "every- 
one wish that this house will dissolve and that 
we will find ourselves at the South Pole and 
the wish will come true! We are about to 
wish, old fellow," he called in a loud tone 
which was meant for the snow man's ears. 

"All right," came a faint reply, "here goes !" 

"Wish! Wish! Wish!" screamed the 
stuffed owl, then to Willy's amazement the 
house began to disappear like thin smoke and 
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in a few seconds the child found himself stand- 
ing on a great ice field surrounded by his 
friends as well as any number of polar bears 
and other queer creatures who were tumbling 
around in the snow in a most lively manner. 

**That was a very successful wish," ex- 
claimed the owl enthusiastically, who seemed a 
trifle out of breath. 

"Aren't they always successful ?" asked Lit- 
tle Bill. 

"I should say not," answered the pelican po- 
liceman, "not later than last week I wished 
to be at the South Pole and what do you sup- 
pose happened? Why, I found myself on the 
Sahara desert and not being used to the heat 
I was almost suffocated. Fortunately a kind 
hearted camel found me lying in the sands and 
fanned me for several minutes after which he 
presented me with some very delicious dates 
and I soon revived. Very kind creatures, 
camels." 

"Then what did you do?" asked Willy. 

"I wished again, of course, and the second 
wish was successful for I immediately found 
myself on the very spot we are standing now. 
I tell you it was a welcomed relief to feel the 
nice, cool ice under me after those hot African 
sands." 

"Say you, polar bear, when is the ice cream 
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going to be served?" inquired the snow man 
somewhat impatiently. 

"Very soon, sir," answered the animal, "they 
are digging it now." 

"I am glad to hear it as I am almost fam- 
ished." 

"Who ever heard of digging ice cream," 
murmured Willy. 

"Certainly you dig it," answered the stuffed 
owl, "how are you going to get the ice unless 
you dig it up?" 

"But you don't dig the cream?" 

"Of course they do. See that hill over 
there? Well, that's made of solid, frozen 
cream. In fact it is so solid you do not lit- 
erally dig, it has to be broken with an axe 
or crowbar." 

"Who is that queer looking creature coming 
from over there?" interrupted the pelican. 

"That's the Polar Bard," answered a seal 
who was stretched out on a block of ice and 
with eyes wide open was peering at everything 
about him with intense interest. 

"It's not a polar bear at all," remarked the 
stuffed owl, "in fact it looks more Uke a scare- 
crow than anything." 

"I did not say polar bear, I said polar bard," 
answered the seal, "haven't you got any ears?" 

"What is a polar bard?" asked Willy. 
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"A bard is a poet, and the polar bard is the 
poet of the pole, naturally. He composes beau- 
tiful verses for the benefit of his friends. I 
will invite him over and you will have an op- 
portunity of hearing him recite then you can 
judge for yourself as to the merit of his verses 
which we consider charming. Come over here. 
Bard," called the seal, "I want you to meet 
some of my friends." 

The queer looking creature, which was the 
living image of a scare-crow Willy had seen 
on his grandfather's farm the summer before, 
ambled slowly over and said in a sad voice, 
"What do you want me to declaim?" 

"Anything you wish," replied the seal. 

"Do you think they could appreciate *I Say 
What I Mean'?" 

"It would be extraordinary if they didn't," 
retorted the seal. 

The polar bard looked at the party in a 
most dejected way for a number of minutes 
and then fell in a heap upon the ice. 

"Go ahead, old man," urged the stuffed owl. 

The bard made the most horrible grimace 
and then began in a dismal drone, 

"I say what I mean and I mean what I say ! 
And I like my meat lean well covered with 
hay, 
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O life's lesson is hard unless you're a snail, 
Though sometimes my pard ' has been dear 

Mr. Whale ! 
Come fill me with batter and butter and 

cheese, 
Or else I will chatter and chortle and wheeze. 
For out on the bay the sea weed is green. 
Yes, I mean what I say and I say what I 

mean !" 
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'Most pathetic," said the seal. 
'He was a very determined fellow," mut- 
tered the snow bird. 

"Somewhat particular, too," interjected the 
pelican policeman, "I guess all of us would 
like to have lean meat covered with hay but 
in these hard times it is expecting almost too 
much !" 

"I wouldn't object to such an elaborate fare 
as butter, batter and cheese either," remarked 
the snow man. 

"I have one criticism to make about the poem 
and that is the reference to the whale," inter- 
posed the stuffed owl, "from all I can gather 
from the gold-fish who is well acquainted with 
the sea turtle, crab and lobster the whale is 
very far from being a dear, on the contrary I 
don't think he's a friend in any sense of the 
word. Do you, Willy ?" 
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"If I am to judge from my own experience 
I should say not/' answered Willy whose brain 
was in quite a whirl from the bard's recitation 
which seemed absolutely devoid of sense to 
him. 

The bard was about to reply when a number 
of bears called loudly, "Ice cream is to be 
served in buckets, everyone come this way," 
and the snow man immediately started running 
over the ice being closely followed by the rest 
of the party. 

The cream was a queer mixture of snow, ice 
and cream which Willy hardly relished but the 
others enjoyed it thoroughly, especially the 
polar bard who finished bucket after bucket 
until he called sadly, 

"That dinner was a winner, 
After I eat, I sleep!" 

and with these words he crawled beneath a pile 
of snow to fall almost immediately into a 
heavy slumber. 

The snow man had been eating very raven- 
ously when he suddenly stopped and going 
over to the pelican policeman said, "Sheriff, 
there is a female polar bear over yonder who 
insists upon flirting with me, so please go 
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and tell her I am a married man, then if she 
does not desist arrest herl" 

The pelican eyed the bear for several min- 
utes and then said loudly, "Stop flirting with 
Mr. Snow Man or Til arrest you and put 
you in Jack Frost's jail for seven years !" 

"ril flirt with anyone I please," answered 
the bear angrily, "and if you try to arrest me I 
will call my husband !'' 

"I'll see about that," muttered the pelican as 
he got up and flew over toward the bear, being 
closely followed by a number of excited ani- 
mals. 

"I hate scenes," said the stuffed owl. 

"So do I," remarked Little Bill, "it is very 
wrong to quarrel." 

"Of course it is, let's leave here and let them 
settle the matter the best way they know how, 
we can be of no earthly use." 

"I don't like to desert the pelican when he 
is in trouble," answered the child. 

"He's in no trouble," murmured the snow 
bird who was perched on Willy's shoulder, "if 
it gets too hot for him he can wish himself 
away or else Jack Frost will come to his res- 
cue and blow these polar bears off the map !" 

"What let's do then?" asked Willy. 

"How about wishing ourselves to the Sahara 
desert, then we can eat some nice dates^ the 
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heat doesn't bother me as I am stuffed and 
can't feel it. Won't bother you either if you 
don't keep thinking about it." 

"All right," said Willy and almost before he 
had uttered the words he found himself sitting 
on a great desert beside the stuffed owl and a 
large camel that had enormous humps, and 
a pair of very pleasant eyes, 

"Where is the snow bird?" asked Willy as 
soon as he could get his breath. 

"Gone back home, I dare say," answered 
the owl, "these deserts are entirely too hot for 
him as he would melt immediately so I sup- 
pose he went home. Never worry about the 
snow bird, he is the most self reliant fellow I 
know and is perfectly capable of taking care 
of himself as long as there is any snow 
around." 

"Well, I am surely glad to see you," inter- 
posed the camel, "and if you are hungry I will 
be glad to give you some sweet, fresh dates." 

"Not any* for me," said the owl, "I never eat 
a thing, you know, as I am stuffed just as full 
as I can get and have been stuffed for several 
years. Before that I was just a plain, every 
day owl who ate everything in sight until one 
afternoon a hunter shot me through the heart 
and I lost consciousness. When I came to my 
senses I found myself lying upon an operating 
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table and a taxidermist was stuffing me so full 
of sawdust and stuff there has never been any 
room for anything else. Then I was put on 
sale, Willy's father bought me and I have had 
a happy home ever since although I must con- 
fess life is a trifle monotonous unless I am 
asleep." 

"Perhaps Willy would like some dates/* sug- 
gested the camel. 

"Yes, I would," said Little Bill. 

"Climb on my back and I'll carry you to 
my favorite oasis," and with these words the 
camel got down upon his knees and Willy 
climbed upon his back while the stuffed owl 
crawled up to the child's shoulder. The camel 
then got up and started off at a brisk rate. 

"What's that lying over there?" inquired 
Willy a moment later as a queer looking bird 
was seen huddled in a heap on the hot sands a 
short distance away. 

"It looks very much like Jack Frost's 
sheriff," answered the owl. 

Willy immediately slipped off the camel's 
back and hurried over to the heap and sure 
enough it was the pelican policeman who was 
almost unconscious. 

"Wake up, Mr. Pelican," said the child 
sharply, and the policeman opened his eyes 
wearily and exclaimed, "that first wish was en- 
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tirely unsuccessful, guess I will wish again/' 
then his eyes fell upon Little Bill and he whis- 
pered with great relief, "Well, I certainly am 
glad you are around," and the bird regained 
his feet slowly. 

Fortunately the oasis was very near and 
with the kind assistance of the camel the little 
party reached there in a few moments, and the 
pelican recovered his strength almost as soon 
as he reached the welcomed shade and had 
taken a drink of water. 

Little Bill munched several of the dates and 
then said, "I can't understand how we found 
you on the desert a moment ago, Mr. Pelican, 
when we left you at the South Pole endeavor- 
ing to arrest the polar bear." 

"I can explain that in a moment;" replied 
the pelican, "I started to arrest the polar bear 
and she not only resisted the law but called 
for assistance and immediately some fifty or 
more bears, big fellows, too, made a frantic 
rush for me. Of course I could have called 
Jack Frost to my assistance and he would have 
swept them off the earth but I didn't care to 
do this as I am fond of the bears and between 
us I think the snow man was very foolish to 
become annoyed just because one of the good 
looking girls began flirting with him. So I 
immediately wished myself back home. As in 
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a former case the wish was unsuccessful and 
instead of finding myself home I found myself 
on this hot desert and the thought of heat quite 
overcame me." 

"What became of the snow man?" asked 
Willy. 

"You would never guess/' answefed the pel- 
ican sheriff, "after making all that trouble he 
laughed right in my face at the predicament 
he had placed me in and with a sneer wished 
himself home, so I presume he is back in your 
yard, Willy." 

"I think it would be a first rate idea to 
wish ourselves home, too," suggested the 
stuffed owl, "as I really am anxious to con- 
tinue my studies with 'Goldy/ Of course if 
you would like to stay with the camel awhile, 
do so Willy." 

"No," answered Willy, "I am afraid I had 
better go as supper will soon be ready and my 
family are expecting me." 

"And I must hurry, too," interposed the peli- 
can, "Jack Frost probably has work for me 
to perform and I want to be there as he was 
good enough to make me Sheriff;" 

"Good bye, camel," said the owl. 

"Good bye," answered the camel. 

"Thank you very much for your kindness," 
said Willy. 
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"Don't mention it." 

"Wish! Wish! Wish I" cried the owl and 
the beautiful oasis began to disappear, and the 
kind hearted camel was no longer visible. 

"Well, here we are/' exclaimed Little Bill 
a few minutes later as he opened his eyes and 
found himself lying upon the divan in the li- 
brary, "that was a successful wish, wasn't it, 
Mr. Owl? I believe the pelican got home all 
right, too, I can hear Jack Frost's voice and 
I suppose he is talking to him," as at that mo- 
ment a tremendous gust of wind blew over the 
chimney. 

The child then looked over to the owl await- 
ing a reply but the old bird was staring into 
space and made no retort. 

"I am afraid I must be back in my day 
dream," murmured the little boy with some- 
thing like a sigh as he got up and peered into 
the aquarium, "for when I am the stuffed owl 
and *Goldy' refuse to say a single word." 
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TKe VTeddlntf of tKe^Wood* 

cKucRs 

"What are those bells ringing?" asked Willy 
as in the distance sweet chimes could be faintly 
heard. 

"Those are wedding bells," answered a grey 
squirrel who was sitting on his hind l^s on 
a limb near the top of a tall tree. 

"Wedding bells?" reiterated the child as he 
got out of the hammock in which he had been 
reclining and glanced upward with great in- 
terest and surprise. 

"Yes," answered the small animal, allow 
me to define the word for you. W-E-D-, Wed, 
to marry, to join in marriage, D-I-^N-G-, Ding, 
to ring, to chime. What a sensible word it 
is, the *Ding' means so much." 

"The 'Ding' by itself means absolutely noth- 
ing," said a bat, in a sleepy voice, who was 
hanging in the hollow of a nearby tree. 

"You show your ignorance in saying that," 
retorted the squirrel somewhat warmly, "it is 
by far the most important part of the word. 
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*Ding' certainly means ring and we always 
have rings at a wedding, the bells that ring 
and the ring on the bride's finger." 

Willy looked up as he was curious to know 
how this discussion was going to end but the 
bat was sound asleep and although the squirrel 
called loudly several times, "Say you! Wake 
up for a moment and listen to what I have to 
say," it seemed impossible to arouse him. 

"It's a pity we can't awaken him," remarked 
Willy, "for if he sleeps much longer he won't 
be in time for the wedding." 

"O, he had no idea of goings" said the 
squirrel, "for it is impossible for him to see in 
the day time." 

"Isn't that qu^er?" murmured Willy. 

"No," replied the squirrel, "at least he is no 
queerer than us. We see perfectly when it is 
light but are blind just as soon as it gets dark. 
With Mr. Bat it is exactly the opposite. The 
truth of the matter is the bat believes he can't 
see until the sun sets while you and I believe 
we can't see until it rises. AH three of us are 
queer in my estimation," and the squirrel 
laughed quite heartily. 

"Yes, I suppose we are," admitted Little Bill, 
"but, to change the subject, you have not told 
me yet who was going to be married." 

"Why, Miss Grace Ground Hog is going to 
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marry Mr. Willy Woodchuck," the squirrel 
answered, "and it's going to be the smartest 
wedding of the season." 

"How interesting," exclaimed the little boy, 
as he clapped his hands in delight, "and who is 
going to marry them?" 

"Old Parson Rabbit," said the squirrel. 
"The bridesmaids are Miss Cow, Miss Pig, 
Miss Chipmunk and Miss Hen, while the ush- 
ers are Mr. Dobbin the farm horse. Rex, the 
collie, Mr. Drake and last but not least your 
old friend Mr. Bald-Headed Eagle." 

"And who is best man?" 

"The turkey gobbler!" 

"And what are you?" 

"The organist," replied the squirrel, "and 
we'd better be starting, I might be late as it is," 
and the little fellow quickly scampered down 
the tall tree to where Willy stood. 
Can I go ?" asked the child. 
Certainly, they expect you," the squirrel re- 
sponded, "come on," and the boy and the small 
animal started running over the fields to- 
gether. 

"Why, it's raining," exclaimed Willy as they 
entered a dense wood and he felt a few drops 
fall upon his face. 

"No, it's not," replied the squirrel, "those 
are tears." 
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! "Tears?*' 

"Yes, the willow tree is crying/' 

The child looked up and saw a large willow 
with branches which hung gracefully over the 
earth. A gentle wind blew through the for- 
est and almost immediately the willow began 
to sigh softly which was followed by a number 
of sobs. 

"What is the matter ?" asked the child. 

"Nothing is the matter," answered the tree 
sadly, "except that I was christened Weeping 
Willow and I have considered it my duty to 
cry ever since," and he gave another sob which 
was followed by such a burst of tears Little 
Bill and the squirrel were completely drenched. 

"I am quite ashamed of you," Willy ex- 
claimed, "there is no necessity for you to cry 
at all, why don't you try laughing instead for 
a while, I daresay your friends would like you 
better!" 

"That is without doubt the very best sug- 
gestion I have heard for many days," a voice 
said from the top of an elm and glancing to- 
wards the sky Willy saw a crow black bird 
dressed very neatly and looking as if he, too, 
might be on the way to the wedding. 

"I should say so, indeed," remarked an oak, 
"why don't you take Willy's advice, old fel- 
low?" 
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"I must confess it's not a bad idea/' the 
willow responded as he suddenly stopped cry- 
ii^ much to the amazement of the many in- 
habitants of the forest, "only I would be com- 
pelled to change my name." 

"That's easy enough to do," said Little Bill, 
"change it to——, let me see, to— Smiling 
Willow, how's that?" 

"Splendid," replied a fox who at that mo- 
ment appeared from the thick brush followed 
by three or four little foxes who were carrying 
lovely bunches of lily of the valley and wild 



roses. 



Yes, a most excellent suggestion," mur- 
mured a cherry tree, "it certainly will be a re- 
lief to reside in these woods in harmony." 

"It will, indeed," a chorus of voices ex- 
claimed. 

"Be sure to change your name," called 
Willy who now hurried on being closely fol- 
lowed by the squirrel and the foxes. 

"I'll think about it," answered the willow 
and he gave a chuckle to the utter surprise of 
his companions. 

From all directions Willy could see ani- 
mals, birds and many queer creatures hurrying. 
Some were carrying flowers, others fruit 
while a lobster who was crawling along beside 
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a crab had his claw filled with a bunch of sea- 
weed. 

A few minutes later the party left the wood 
and turned into a highway and Little Bill was 
very much surprised to see a huge elephant 
stalking majestically along. 

"Where in the world did you come from?" 
politely inquired the child. 

"From my home, the circus," answered the 
large beast, "my keeper very kindly gave me 
holiday to-day as he knew I was very anxious 
to attend Miss Ground Hog's wedding. Don't 
you want to take a ride?" 

"Yes," answered Willy quite pleased at the 
prospect. 

Without replying the elephant took hold of 
the child with his trunk giving him a gentle 
toss and the little fellow landed squarely on the 
animal's back. 

The sensation of being tossed through the 
air was such a pleasant one Willy laughed quite 
uproariously for a few moments. 

It was a beautiful day. Birds were singing 
sweetly, the air was soft and cool while far 
overhead the sun was shining brightly in a sky 
that was perfectly blue except for a few, fleecy 
clouds which hung over the heavens like tiny 
white curtains. 
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"This IS a perfect day for a wedding," the 
elephant said. 

"Yes, it is Ideal," answered Little Bill, "my, 
how beautiful the world looks." 

"Yes, very, very beautiful and filled with so 
many lovely creatures," responded the elephant. 
"My wife is especially good looking. In fact 
she was considered the best looking elephant in 
the circus for she is almost white. I never will 
forget our marriage. It surely was a swell af- 
fair. The circus band played the wedding 
march and the tent in which we were married 
was filled with my friends from the big rhi- 
noceros to the tiny lizard. After the ceremony 
we went to my summer home in Africa to 
spend our honeymoon. I have a beautiful place 
there. You must visit us sometime when I get 
my vacation." 

"I would love to make you a visit," the child 
replied. 

"My home is perfect," continued the ele- 
phant. "It is in the heart of a great jungle 
far away from any cruel hunter and filled 
with the loveliest fruits, flowers, cocoanuts and 
all manner of good things. The days are 
balmy and I have the most delightful neigh- 
bors, monkeys, baboons, camels, jaguars, goril- 
las, snakes " 
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"Why, I didn't know any one ever liked 
snakes," interrupted Willy. 

"It is very wrong to dislike anything," said 
the elephant. "A snake is a harmless and use- 
ful creature and I might add a very good fel- 
low, indeed. He invariably minds his own 
business and the folks that hate most could 
learn a good lesson from him if they had a 
mind to do so. The fault is not in the snake 
but in the people that hate the snake." 

"Then you would advise me to love him?" 

"Yes, I would advise you to love everything 
if you want to be happy," responded the ele- 
phant 

"Excellent advice," whispered a strange lit- 
tle voice, "very excellent, love everything and 
everything will love you, then the world grows 
so sunny life becomes one long, joyous hol- 
iday." 

"Well I declare," ejaculated the elephant as 
he looked up and saw it was the honey bee who 
had spoken, "where did you come from, Miss 
Bee?" 

"I just woke up," she answered, "I w6nt into 
the heart of a rose to gather honey and it 
was so sweet and cool inside while the rose 
leaves were so soft, I fell asleep and had quite 
a delightful nap. I was awakened a few min- 
utes ago by the ringing of the wedding bells." 
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"We are almost there, Willy," said the squir- 
rel who was scampering along in a lively man- 



ner. 



Why, so we are," exclaimed the child joy- 
fully and a little distance ahead he could see 
a grove filled with animals while the soft tinkle 
of bells filled the air. 

The grove was beautiful. Fresh, green 
leaves were strewn here and there, wreaths of 
pretty flowers had been gracefully hung over 
the trees and bushes and the soft sunlight 
gently peeping through the rich foliage made a 
very lovely picture. 

"I am charmed to see you, Little Bill," said 
the drake who waddled up beside the elephant. 

"And I to see you," replied the child as he 
slid from the elephant's back to the ground. 

"I am an usher," whispered the drake proud- 
ly, "and my sister Miss Duck is bridesmaid, 
she certainly looks sweet, too. Allow me to 
escort you to your seat." 

Willy followed the drake who seemed very 
clumsy for almost every other step he would 
fall over upon his back where he would lie 
kicking frantically into space until the boy 
would help him to his feet whereupon the old 
bird would say, "I thank you very kindly," in 
a most gracious manner. 

After a great many falls the drake finally 
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reached a rock where several animals were sit- 
ting and Willy was asked to have a seat. 

"I hope I am not in your way/' remarked the 
child as he sat down. 

"Not a bit, not a bit," several voices ex- 
claimed, "on the contrary your presence is 
quite necessary," a field mouse whispered, "for 
I can sit on your shoulder if you don't mind 
and then I will be able to see everything very 
plainly." 

"Of course I don't mind," said Little Bill 
and the field mouse ran nimbly up the child's 
back to his shoulder. 

Willy was extremely interested in every- 
thing he saw. Animals and birds of almost 
every description were endeavoring to find 
seats and the four ushers had their hands full. 

The bald-headed eagle seemed to have less 
trouble than the other ushers for when he es- 
corted any one to a seat he would fly above 
the heads of the guests while the drake kept 
tumbling over and was almost stepped upoii 
several times by Mr. Dobbin, the farm horse, 
nevertheless the old bird was very polite and 
never failed to thank whoever happened to 
help him to his feet. Rex seemed in an espe- 
cially good humor and when he caught sight 
of Willy gave several short barks as much as 
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to say, *'Hello, Willy, how are you, old fel- 
low ^ 

Willy now heard a flapping of wings and a 
moment later he saw a very queer looking bird 
descending toward him. 

Why, it's the pelican policeman," exclaimed 
the child in delight. 

"Yes, that's who it is," the pelican replied, 
"I came all the way from Greenland I was so 
anxious to attend this wedding and I thought 
the presence of an officer might be necessary. 
I wanted Jack Frost to come with me but the 
old fellow was sound asleep." 

"Asleep?" 

"Yes, he generally takes a nap about spring 
time and snoozes a good long while." 
How long?" 
Oh, about six months." 
I should say it was a long nap." 
As a rule Jack Frost awakens in early Oc- 
tober," continued the pelican, "and when he 
opens his eyes he kisses the leaves and flowers 
which makes them curl up and seem to die, but 
they don't really die at all. They only hide 
their pretty garments until spring when they 
appear once more, sweeter and prettier than 
ever to gladden the hearts of the entire world. 
The truth of the matter is the blossoms take 
a nap themselves when winter comes around. 
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Although old Jack Frost blusters a great deal 
he has a kind heart so after kissing all the 
flowers tenderly he covers them with a thick, 
white blanket of snow until spring when he 
removes it and they all come forth happy and 
refreshed." 

At this moment the organ began to play and 
the field mouse on Willie's shoulder whispered, 
*'The wedding is about to start, here comes the 
bride, how pretty she looks J' 

Miss Ground Hog leaning on the paw of an- 
other ground hog, presumably her father, and 
dressed in a queer dress made of grass and 
daisies walked down the aisle toward the bride- 
groom who was standing under a tree almost 
hidden by the turkey gobbler (the best man) 
who was so puffed up he looked as if he might 
burst any moment. 

It was quite difficult for Willy to keep his 
face straight when his eyes fell upon the maid 
of honor, Miss Duck. Her feathers were white 
and very pretty but she was arrayed in the 
most comical suit which fitted her very badly 
indeed, while on her feet she had a pair of 
patent leather slippers which were entirely too 
large for they came off every few seconds caus- 
ing the wedding procession to stop until she 
had put them on again. 

The bridesmaids also looked very funny. 
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Miss Hen wore a queer little bonnet and shawL 
Miss Cow had her horns decorated with a num- 
ber of pink and blue ribbons. Little Bessie 
Chipmunk wore an extraordinary suit made 
entirely of beads while Miss Pig was arrayed 
in a sweater of the most brilliant crimson. 

There was quite a bit of confusion, due 
mostly to Mr. Drake who continued to stum- 
ble, but the party finally reached the altar and 
were quickly married by old Parson Rabbit 
after which the animals flocked around the 
bride and groom to offer their congratulations. 

"Those tables over yonder are filled with 
the wedding presents," said the crow black bird 
who flew beside Willy, "let's go over and look 
at them." 

The child followed the bird who flew to 
where several improvised tables had been 
placed which were covered with the queerest 
looking gifts he had ever seen. A number of 
animals stood near and were examining the 
presents with great interest. 

"Isn't this lovely?" asked a guinea-hen as 
she looked at a bunch of sea weed spread on 
the end of the table. 

"Beautiful," replied the crab, "my friend, the 
lobster, very generously brought it. I gave her 
this exquisite shell which comes from the bot- 
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torn of the Atlantic Ocean and which is, no 
doubt, very valuable." 

"What pretty roses !" 

"Yes, they were presented by those dear Fox 
children." 

"How sweet of them." 

"Who gave her the lovely pop-corn and pea- 
nuts ?" 

"Mr. Elephant brought them in his trunk 
from the circus !" 

"You know the pelican policeman?" 

"Yes." 

"He had the most beautiful snow ball but it 
melted!" 

"How very unfortunate." 

"There they go," interrupted the crow black 
bird. 

"Who?" inquired Little Bill. 

"The bride and groom of course." 

The child looked up just in time to see a 
cute little carriage drawn by about a dozen 
chipmunks and driven by a lizard scurrying 
away with Mr. and Mrs. Wood Chuck who 
waved a merry farewell to their many friends. 
Several of the animals flung handsfuU of saw- 
dust at the couple as they drove away caus- 
ing them to laugh very heartily. 

"I thought they always threw rice at wed- 
dings/' remarked Willy. 
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"We used to," said the crow black bird^ "but 
finally decided to use sawdust instead as rice 
is a valuable article, certainly too valuable to 
waste." 

Almost before the crow black bird had fin- 
ished talking Little Bill felt quite a number of 
drops strike his face and the tables with their 
presents began to slowly disappear as did the 
grove with its beautiful trees and flowers. The 
voice of the crow black bird was heard no 
longer but in its place the child imagined the 
trees in the forest were talking again to one 
another and saying, "Mercy, the willow is 
weeping!" 

"Too bad, indeed." 

"Pity he would not take Willy's advice." 

"Well, sooner or later he will see the folly 
of grief." 

"You bet he will!" 

"Why, I must be home," murmured the lad 
a moment later as he heard a number of meows 
and he dimly distinguished the old cat scratch- 
ing against the screen door meowing again 
and again, as much as to say, "Why in the 
world don't you get out of that hammock, 
Willy, and open the door, can't you see it's 
raining?" 

The child arose from the hammock and after 
Stretching himself once or twice and rubbing 
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his eyes several times picked the old puss up, 
threw open the door and went into the house 
as it was raining hard. 

"Did you go to the wedding, kitty?" asked 
the little boy as he put the cat down and sitting 
beside her commenced stroking her head, and 
although puss did not make any reply she sud- 
denly commenced purring loudly as much as 
to say, "You bet I did, and wasn't it fine ?'' 
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A Visit to tli« Sun 

Little Bill had wandered some distance over 
the green fields and his arms were filled with 
beautiful daisies and other wild flowers. The 
day was quite warm and finally the child grow- 
ing somewhat tired, as he had been racing since 
early morning, threw himself upon the soft 
grass beneath a large, shady oak and placing 
his hands under his head peered up at a wood- 
pecker who was busily engaged in boring heav- 
ily into the bark. 

The little boy watched the bird with a great 
deal of interest for several minutes when sud- 
denly he stopped working and flying up to a 
limb above where a robin was perched looked 
at him intently and then said, much to Willie's 
surprise, ^'Good afternoon, Mr. Robin Red 
Breast/* 

"Why, good afternoon/' answered the robin, 
"lovely day, this/' 

"Beautiful," answered the wood pecker, "I 
was just toiling below when I saw you sitting 
here and cotdd not refrain from flying up and 
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having a little chat. Have you heard the latest 
barn yard news?" 

"No," replied the robin quite eagerly, "what 
is it?" 

"Mr. Drake has invented an air ship!" 

"You don't tell me!" 

"Yes," continued the wood-pecker, "and I 
am very glad for his sake because as you know 
he has never learnt how to use his wings like 
other birds and now he claims he will be able 
to fly better than us and what's more can carry 
several passengers!" 

"I think I see him coming over the field with 
Mr. Wren, by the way," interposed the robin. 

"Yes, that's him," retorted the wood pecker, 
"he is looking for Willy, I believe, and has been 
searching for him all morning, I don't guess 
there is much chance of finding him over here, 
however." 

"Yes, there is then," said Little Bill, "I have 
been resting under this tree for some time." 

"Is that so ?" murmured the robin, "I guess 
Mr. Wood-Pecker and I were so intent with 
talking to one another we failed to see you," 

"Is Willy over there ?' ■ called the drake. 

**Yes, here I am," said the child as he got 
up, "how do you do, Mr. Drake, how are you, 
Mr. Wren?" 
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"How do you do ?" they answered, "we have 
looked everywhere for you." 

"Why, where are your wings, Mr. Drake?'* 
asked tffe child as he noticed the old bird was 
without them. 

"They are part of the air ship," laughed the 
wren, "in fact the main part and are back in 
one of the hen houses with the rest of it." 

"You don't mean it," said the child with 
interest, "what is the air ship like, Mr. Drake?" 

"Tell him all about it, Mr. Wren," said the 
drake with a hoarse quack, "somehow I don't 
feel at all talkative to-day." 

"He never is," whispered the robin. 

"Very seldom says a word," murmured the 
wood-pecker in an undertone. 

"As you are aware," began the wren in a 
great hurry, "Mr. Drake doesn't know how to 
use his wings and your flying with them so 
easily, which you have frequently done, set 
him to thinking. After a great deal of delib- 
eration he conceived the idea to construct a 
basket large enough to hold several people 
which he has done and he is convinced that if 
you can manipulate his wings successfully we 
can fly all over the world without any diffi- 
culty." 

"A brilliant scheme," interposed the robin. 

"Astonishing," remarked the wood-pecker. 
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"But, Mn Drake, suppose I fell out of the 
basket, then what?" inquired the child. 

The drake thought for so long everyone was 
beginning to wonder if he would ever answer 
when finally he said very slowly, "I have made 
provision for that by building handles on both 
sides through which you can put your arms 
which entirely eliminates any danger of your 
tumbling out." 

"When is the test going to be made?" asked 
the robin. 

"I thought to-night would be a good time for 
then if we are successful we could have a jolly 
sail to the moon," the drake responded. 

"Why wait until night when I am up here ?" 
exclaimed a great voice from out of die heav- 
ens, "you have visited the moon before but 
never yet have you called upon me. Look out 
or ril get jealous," he remonstrated. 

It was the sun who had spoken and looking 
up Willy remarked, "But, Mr. Sun, it would t^ 
too hot tip there, wouldn't it?" 

"Certainly not," answered the sun, "I don't 
make the world hot, it makes itself hot by 
talking and talking about me. I merely smile 
upon the earth and when the summer comes 
and everything is so lovely down below I, nat- 
urally, feel happier so I smile more than usual 
perhaps, but just as soon as I do some folks 

142 



The Dream Adventures of Little BUI 

begin to squirm and fuss. Finally they become 
so wrought up they begin to imagine I am 
burning them up when the truth of the matter 
is the fault is not in me but in themselves. I 
merely smile as I am joyful but these fretful 
folks haven't sense enough to appreciate it. 
Of course it's not uncomfortable here, come 
up and see for yourself." 

"Let's go then," said Willy, "a trip to Sun 
Land would be a most novel adventure." 

"If you are going to write a novel about 
it, I believe I would prefer staying at home," 
exclaimed the wren, "for I have no desire to be 
brought before the public eye." 

"Willy did not say an3rthing about writing a 
novel," interposed the wood-pecker. "In the 
sense he used the word it means unusual, and 
a trip to the sun would be unusual, would it 
not?" 

"Certainly," answered the wren, "I am 
afraid I did not quite understand Willy, par- 
don me please." 

"I fear Mr. Wren's English education has 
been neglected," whispered the wood-pecker to 
the robin. 

'Unquestionably," Mr. Red Breast retorted. 
If you fellows are going to talk all day 
Nve might as well postpone our test," inter- 
rupted the wren. 
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"I don't see what our talking has to do with 
interfering with the test," responded the wood- 
pecker. 

"Aren't you going with us ?" 

"We did not know we were invited," an- 
swered the two birds in the same breath. 

"Of course you are invited," replied the 
wren, "five will make a very jolly party." 

"Can you go, Mr. Wood-Pecker?" 

"Sure, if I quit work for a day." 

"Well then, I'll go, too," continued the robin, 
"as it's not often we have an opportunity of 
seeing an air ship tested." 

The two birds then flew after Willy and the 
drake who had started for the poultry house 
being closely followed by the wren. 

It took quite a while going across the field 
Mr. Drake was so slow and finally to save time 
the child picked the old bird up and tucked him 
under his arm. The drake then said, after 
giving a number of hoarse quacks, "Thank 
you very kindly. Little Bill, I really was quite 
exhausted." 

In a few minutes the party reached the hen 
house whereupon the wren said, "Open the 
door, Willy, and bring the air ship out." 

The child did so and to his surprise the 
basket was nothing more or less than an old 
clothes basket and he started to say, "Why, 
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this belongs to the house, and is used for 
clothes," but something caused him to hesi- 
tate for which he was very glad for there 
were murmurs of admiration from all sides 
and quite a buzz filled the air. 

"I congratulate you, Mr. Drake," said the 
rooster enthusiastically. 

"So do we," chattered several leghorn hens. 

"You are most ingenious," interposed a 
large goose, "and I haven't a doubt that your 
ship, if successful, will startle the entire, ani- 
mal world." 

"Mr. Drake wishes me to thank you all in 
his behalf for your kind appreciation of his 
labors," chirped the wren in a high, shrill 
voice, "he is slightly indisposed or would have 
thanked you himself." 

"Here are your wings," said Willy as he 
picked them up from Ae bottom of the bas- 
ket, "so we might as well be starting, don't 
you think so, Mr. Drake?" 

"Most assuredly," answered the old bird, 
"for we have lost considerable time as it is." 

Little Bill immediately climbed into the 
basket after putting the wings beside him and 
remarked, "I am all ready if the others are." 

"Quite ready," responded the goose who v 
hopped beside the child which seemed a bit 
Strange as no one had invited him. The three 
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birds then flew to the ecjge of the air ship 
where they perched contentedly while the 
drake was unable to get in, being so clumsy, 
until Willy reached over, picked him up and 
deposited him beside the goose. 

A great crowd of fowls had assembled 
around the basket as well as a number of ani- 
mals who were talking excitedly. 

*'It will be the sensation of the season if 
Willy manipulates that air ship successfully," 
remarked a guinea. 

"I should say so,'* murmured a sparrow. 

"Mr. Drake never impressed me as having 
much mentality," whispered a fat hen. 

"No, he never has a great deal to say," an- 
swered the rooster. 

"Silence is a golden quality, the brightest 
gem in the crown of wisdom," remarked a 
stately raven who was sitting on a nearby 
fence, "and our mutual friend Mr. Drake is 
fortunate enough to possess it." 

"Is everyone ready?" asked Willy. 

"All ready," responded the drake, "except 
I quite forgot to put up a lunch which is really 
unfortunate as I am becoming very hungry 
indeed. How about waiting until I find 
enough food to carry along?" 

"No, let's be on our way," said the wood- 
pecker, "perhaps Mr. Sun will have some- 
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thing prepared for us, he knows we are com- 
mg/' 

"I surely hope so then," said the drake 
sadly, "for I am almost famished, don't you 
think it possible I might starve to death before 
reaching there, I am terribly empty?" 

"Of course not," replied the wren decisive- 
ly, "go ahead, Willy." 

The child gave several quick flaps with the 
two wings and the basket sailed into the air 
at an amazing rate of speed. 

"Wonderful," shrieked a number of fowls. 

"Marvellous, indeed," cried the raven. 

"A tremendous success," grunted a goat 
whose mouth was half stuffed with a news- 
paper. 

"Inspiring," roared the rooster. 

These cries then grew fainter and fainter 
until they died out altogether and the birds 
and beasts below resembled so many specks. 

Little Bill worked his arms vigorously and 
the drake's air ship rose higher and higher. 
The air was delightfully cool and the party 
that filled the basket shouted with sheer joy 
as the queer craft sailed farther and farther 
away from the earth which now resembled a 
tiny garden filled with little lakes and pools. 

"Do you know the exact distance to the sun, 
Mr. Wood-Pecker?" asked the robin. 
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"No, sir, I do not," answered the wood- 
pecker, "but 1 should judge it was some five 
or six miles." 

The goose who had been very quiet hereto- 
fore now gave a boisterous laugh and ex- 
claimed, "to be perfectly exact the sun is over 
ninety million miles away. Five or six miles, 
indeed!" and he began to laugh so heartily 
several tears rolled down his face. 

Little Bill was about to reprimand the goose 
for laughing in this rude manner when his 
attention was suddenly arrested by hearing a 
strange whirring sound and a queer looking 
object fell into the bottom of the basket, al- 
most on top of the drake, apparently from out 
of the clouds. 

Willy gave an ejaculation of amazement 
and cried, "Well, of all curious things, if it 
isn't the pelican policeman!" 

"That's precisely who it is/' panted the bird 
as he regained his feet and then turning to Mr. 
Drake apologized profusely for having startled 
him so. 

"How in the world did you ever get here?" 
inquired the entire party in the same breath. 

"My being here is due altogether to an un- 
successful wish," replied the pelican. 

"You speak in riddles," said the goose who 
still showed signs of his fit of laughter as his 
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feathers were stained where the tears had 
fallen, "explain, explain/* 

"To make a long story short," began the 
pelican, "Jack Frost sent me to the Rocky 
Mountains to find out what the western snow 
cloud prospect was for the coming winter and 
how many he could count on. I find out, you 
know, from the west wind who forms a pretty 
fair idea and is good enough to keep Jack 
Frost informed." 

"Well?" interjected the goose impatiently. 

The pelican eyed the goose sharply for a 
moment but without saying anything to him 
continued, "To save time I decided to wish 
myself out to the Rockies but as is usually the 
case the wish was unsuccessful and instead of 
finding myself out there I found myself here, 
which explains my rude arrival of some min- 
utes ago." 

The goose started laughing boisterously 
again and then cried, "I am almost one hun- 
dred years old and I have never heard of such 
foolishness before in all my life. Successful 
wishing, unsuccessful wishing, fiddlesticks!" 

"You be more careful how you speak to 
me, you ignoramus!" retorted the pelican 
warmly, "or I'll arrest you and lock you up for 
seven years!" 

"You haven't the authority to arrest me or 
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anyone else as far as that goes," answered the 
goose who did not seem in the least disturbed. 

"It is quite evident you don't know who 1 
am/' muttered the pelican, "so I will enlighten 
you, look at thisl" and Jack Frost's sheriff 
pushed aside some feathers with his long bill 
and a metal badge flashed in the sunlight upon 
which was written SIJERIFF in large letters. 

The goose now lost his confident tone and 
began to tremble violently and grew so pale 
the pelican, who was very kind hearted, said, 
"I won't arrest you this time so you needn't 
get scared, only learn to be more polite and 
your friends will love you better." 

"Indeed, I will," responded the goose who 
was the picture of humility, "and I apologize 
if I have been disagreeable to anybody." 

"Do you know I am becoming just a bit 
tired," murmured Willy a few minutes later, 
"and I think the best thing to do is turn back 
as we have had a pleasant trip and it's out of 
the question trying to reach the sun if it's 
over ninety million miles away." 

"Were you on your way to the sun ?" asked 
the pelican. 

"Yes." 

"Why not wish then," continued the peli- 
can^ "space is really no obstacle at all, it is 
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just something that seems to be and is really 
not. Wishing proves this most conclusively." 

"That's a fine idea, it's funny I never 
thought of it before," said Willy, "are you go- 
ing with us, Mr. Sheriff ?" 

"You bet I am," replied the pelican who 
seemed to have entirely forgotten his western 
mission, "when I say 'one, two, three, wish!' 
start wishing that you are in the sun and it 
will come to pass. The danger of an unsuc- 
cessful wish is entirely eliminated as all of us 
are thinking the same thing which increases 
the power of the wish ten fold. Are you 
ready?" 

'Sure, we're ready," answered the drake. 
I, 2, 3," began the pelican but before he 
could finish the entire party found themselves 
sitting by the most perfect ocean whose waves 
were golden and whose shore was covered with 
the loveliest yellow flowers Willy had ever 






seen 



What an enchanting spot," said the pelican 
enthusiastically, "and I really am more than 
glad my first wish was unsuccessful for had 
it been otherwise I would have been out in 
the Rocky Mountains somewhere instead of 
this paradisal place." 

Mr. Drake was waddling around in the gol- 
den waters quacking contentedly and several 
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times he ran his bill through the waves to 
catch some of the orange sea- weed which 
floated along. 

"This sea- weed is delicious eating and most 
satisfying," said the drake as he gobbled up 
a quantity of it greedily, "it tastes like aspara- 
gus somewhat, except it's a great deal better." 

"It really is good," murmured the other 
members of the party as they sampled it, "in 
fact, most palatable." 

"I am glad you all like Sun Land," inter- 
posed a rich, full voice, "in fact I am more 
than pleased to welcome you to my happy 
home." 

That's the sun," whispered the wren. 
'Seems to be a hospitable fellow," remarked 
the wood-pecker. 

Little Bill looked up and above them tow- 
ered a gigantic face pleasant but extremely 
peculiar as it resembled a huge ball of gold 
with a colossal cavity in the middle which was 
undoubtedly Mr. Sun's mouth. 

"We are glad, also, to be here," said Willy, 
"and greatly appreciate your kindness in in- 
viting us." 

"The pleasure is all mine," answered the 
sun, "and I will be glad to entertain you for 
a million years or so if you care to remain that 
long." 

152 






The Dream Adventures of Little BUI 

"Why, look at that boat coming over the 
ocean/' interrupted the goose excitedly as a 
large, beautiful barge drawn by a number of 
the most remarkable looking animals Willy 
had ever seen, hovered in sight. 

"That's my private launch," exclaimed the 
sun enthusiastically, "which I have placed at 
your disposal." 

"Your generosity is beyond thanks," said 
the robin, "words cannot begin to adequately 
convey our sense of grateful appreciation of 
your hospitable conduct not to mention your 
beautiful, benevolent and " 

"Here, here, that is enough talk," interposed 
the drake, "when you feel that talkative mood 
taking possession of you again just remember 
what my dear friend the raven said about si- 
lence!" 

The sun barge soon reached the shore and 
Little Bill and his friends were invited to get 
aboard by a very, very beautiful little mer- 
maid who had been driving the animals who 
were hitched to the boat with bright silver 
cords. 

"These are my sun horses," whispered the 
beautiful mermaid as she reached out a lovely 
little hand and helped the party in, "they are 
very useful animals being exceptionally strong 
swimmers and not at all difficult to manage." 
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The sun horses were very different from 
any other horses Willy had ever seen as they 
had feet not unlike a camel's while their bodies 
were covered with green scales and their heads 
were large and almost perfectly square. 

"Wouldn't you like to sit beside me and 
drive the horses?" asked the mermaid as she 
put her arm around Willy affiectionately and 
kissed him lightly on the cheek. 

The little boy blushed as she kissed him but 
it soon died away and cuddling up close to 
her he said, "Indeed I would like to drive the 
horses and also be near you as you are the pret- 
tiest thing I ever saw." 

"And you are beautiful, too," whispered the 
mermaid, "your hair is the color of gold and 
your face sweeter than any other face in Sun 
Land." 

"What a gorgeous sea this is," mused the 
pelican. 

"No tongue could describe my ecstatic feel- 
ings," murmured the robin. 

Willy had no trouble at all in driving the 
sun horses although there were half a dozen, 
and the barge went along rapidly further and 
further until in the dim distance they could 
see through a blue mist a city whose spires 
and domes rose in exquisite beauty towards 
the white clouds which hovered over them. 
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"That's Sun City," said the mermaid, "and 
when we get there you will behold a place 
noted for its rare beauty as well as for its 
cultured and happy inhabitants. No one quar- 
rels there so life is one long, glorious holiday. 
Before going to Sun City, however, I thought 
I would like to take you all to the falls, they 
should interest you greatly as they empty 
upon the earth." 

"They do?" 

"Yes, this is an ocean of sunbeams as you 
can see and it keeps emptying itself upon the 
world, that is why the earth is every day 
flooded with light." 

"I never heard of an ocean emptying itself," 
whispered the goose. 

"Remember you are in the sun," answered 
the wood-pecker, "where things are very dif- 
ferent as you can note for yourself." 

"Why, so the waves are sunbeams," mur- 
mured Little Bill as he reached far over and 
tried to dip his hand into them but the beauti- 
ful beams eluded his grasp and he was unable 
to hold one even for a second. 

"We will have to anchor the barge if you 
want to see the falls," said the mermaid. 

"Why ?" asked the wren. 

"Because the current is so strong the sun 
horses cannot adequately cope with it." 
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"You don't say so," interposed the wood- 
pecker. 

"Yes, there are only two creatures in the 
whole of sunland who can and those two are 
the whale and myself." 

"Is there a whale up here?" interrupted the 
drake. 

"I should say there was," came a loud an- 
swer and a whale greatly resembling the tricky 
whale Willy had known, only ten times larger 
and covered with bright orange scales came 
up from beneath the gcean of sunbeams and 
said, "I am delighted to make your acquaint- 
ance and will gladly carry you all to the falls 
if you will climb on my back." 

"Suppose when we neared the falls I fell 
off?" asked the pelican. 

"Or you deliberately pitched us off," whis- 
pered the drake in a voice so low nobody 
heard him. 

"Why, you would be swept over the falls 
with the other sunbeams to the earth, that's 
all." 

"We would never get there," remarked the 
goose, "the earth is over ninety million miles 
away !" 

"Certainly you would get there," answered 
the whale, "the light travels about 200,000 
miles a second and naturally you would be 
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swept along with it and therefore would reach 
the world in a few minutes." 

"Wouldn't it hurt us when we hit the 
earth?" 

"I don't see why it should, it doesn't hurt 
the sunbeams, does it and they are continually 
falling? This talk is silly anyhow," continued 
the whale impatiently^ "how could anyone fall 
oflF when my back is five times as broad as the 
barge you are in, so climb aboard." 

The birds then hopped over while Miss Mer- 
maid anchored the barge with a golden an- 
chor and then climbed aboard herself. 

Little Bill and the drake came last and the 
old bird whispered, "I don't altogether relish 
this trip, I realize there is no danger in fall- 
ing off the whale's back, but suppose he took 
into his head to play us a trick Uke that old 
fellow did on the sea-voyage ?" 

"O this whale is a sun whale and is no doubt 
entirely different," laughed Little Bill. 

"Maybe so," answered the drake, as he re- 
luctantly stepped upon the great creature's 
back, "but in my opinion whales are whales 
whether they live in oceans of sunbeams or 
oceans of salt water !" 

Little Bill sat down again by the side of the 
mermaid who took hold of his hand and then 
said, "All right, Mr. Whale, we are ready," 
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and the whale after spouting a stream of sun- 
beams, that somewhat resembled a great water 
fall* started. 

The whale was a magnificent swimmer and 
went along a great deal faster than the barge 
drawn by the sun horses. The golden waves 
seemed to grow choppier and choppier while 
the undertow was tremendous but Mr. Whale 
did not seem in the least affected by it as he 
glided along gracefully and easily. 

"Aren't those sun fish?" asked Willy as 
looking into the waves he could see any num- 
ber of fish being swept along with the current 
and seemed perfectly helpless to withstand it. 

"Yes," answered the mermaid, "aren't they 
pretty?" 

"Indeed they are, and do you know I have 
often seen them in rivers and oceans upon our 

world." 

"Of course you have," laughed the mer- 
maid, "they sometimes swim too near the falls 
and the result is the current carries them to 
the brink which sweeps them over with the 
other beams, that is why you find them in such 
quantities on your earth. They are called sun 
fish, naturally, because they come from the 



sun." 



This trip has been gorgeous," said the drake 
as they got within sight of the falls, "but if 
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you will pardon my presumption, Miss Mer- 
maid, I suggest returning to the city shortly 
as I am very hungry not having had anything 
to eat since morning except some sea-weed." 

"An excellent idea," murmured the goose. 

"We agree with the goose," said the wood- 
pecker and wren. 

"I would not object to a bite myself," mur- 
mured the pelican. 

"Nor I," interjected the robin, "I would ap- 
preciate beyond verbal expression a meal served 
by such an exquisite hostess as Miss Mer- 
maid." 

"You poor fellows, why didn't you tell me 
you were hungry?" asked the lovely mermaid 
with a silvery laugh, "there's any amount of 
delicious food to be had in Sun City and I 
haven't a doubt kind Mr. Sun has prepared a 
most elaborate banquet." 

"We surely appreciate his kindness," said 
Willy. 

"Not to mention his food," murmured the 
drake. 

"See, we are right near the edge of the 
falls," cried the mermaid, "aren't they beau- 
tiful?" 

"Beautiful doesn't begin to express it," whis- 
pered the robin in awe, as indeed it didn't for 
billions of perfect beams were being swept 
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over the brink to the earth far below in one, 
great golden shower, that was absolutely daz- 
zling. Above, the atmosphere was a deep 
azure while several exquisite silver birds were 
fluttering near singing songs of perfect sweet- 
ness. 

The party did not speak for several min- 
utes but finally the mermaid broke the silence 
by saying, "and now for Sun City and the 
costly banquet hall, turn back at once, Mr. 
Whaler 

"Turn over on my back at once?" inquired 
the whale, "certainly, with the greatest of pleas- 
ure!" and the huge creature without a word 
of warning gave a nasty twist and the entire 
party were pitched into the seething sea of 
sunbeams. 

As Little Bill was hurled into the golden 
waves his first thought was of the beautiful 
mermaid and stretching out both arms he 
vainly endeavored to reach her to whisper a 
last good bye but the current was so swift 
it carried him nearer and nearer the edge of 
the falls. The beautiful little mermaid was a 
wonderful swimmer and made a gallant ef- 
fort to reach him but realizing how hopeless 
it was she cried, "Good bye, dear little Bill, 
come back to me some day and remember I 
will always love you I" 
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The undertow was terrific and in less than a 
second the child was being swept over the 
brink. He saw old Mr. Drake carried with 
him and imagined he heard him mutter some- 
thing about tricky whales. The child could 
see none of his other friends except the pelican 
who kept crying, **Wishl Wishl Wishl" and 
suddenly disappeared entirely somewhat to 
Willy's astonishment. 

As the boy was flung far into space he could 
not refrain from giving a cty and a sudden 
start. Then a second later he felt several 
warm beams playing about his face and he be- 
gan to slowly reaUze that they had brought 
him safely back to earth for he was sitting 
under the same old oak tree out near the shady 
woods ! 

Willy yawned once and after rubbing his 
eyes sat up to look around. There was Mr. 
Wood Pecker near the top of the oak tree 
working and boring heavily against the bark 
once more while the robin could be heard 
singing somewhere near. The wren could not 
be seen and had probably gone back to his 
home in the front yard. Old Mr. Goose and 
Mr. Drake were some distance away searching 
diligently for something to eat which did not 
astonish Willy when he recollected how long 
it had been since they had eaten. The pelican 
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policeman was nowhere in sight. "I guess his 
wish was successful," mused the child. 

Willy gazed at the wood pecker a moment 
longer and then after picking up his flowers 
slowly retraced his steps towards the farm 
house. Evening was approaching as the whip- 
poorwills were beginning to sing and the 
shadows were growing deeper and darker in 
hidden places. In the east a pale moon was 
beginning its long journey across the sky and 
a soft wind kept whispering through the lovely 
trees as if trying to bid the happy day fare- 
well. 

As the boy approached the house his mother 
ran out and exclaimed, "Why, Willy, where in 
the world have you been, we have looked every- 
where for you ?" 

"I have had a wonderful adventure in Sun 
Land," answered the child, "and do you know 
mother, I am desperately in love!" 

"With whom, dear?" 

"The beautiful mermaid," answered Little 
Bill. 



THE END. 
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